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PEEFATOEY NOTE. 



Several years ago a Canadian paper offered 
four prizes for the four best temperance stories, 
to be submitted to a competent committee. 

Among twenty-nine competitors the author of 
Social Heroism was awarded the first prize ; the 
author of Broken Bonds one of the others. 

It has been thought that, published now, when 
the subject of temperance is exciting such 
universal attention, these stories may be inter- 
esting to many readers. 



Toronto, Oct. 1878. 
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SOCIAL HEROISM. 



CHAPTER I. 



" We, that are etrong, ought to bear the infirmities of 
the weak."' 



u Are you going to honour Judge Harriston's 
with your presence to-night, Hamilton!" 

"$o, there are some reasons why I would 
like very much to go, but it is not always best 
just to consult our inclinations: and I have 
made up my mind it is not best for me to go 
there any more." 

" I hope you will not think me too inquisitive 
if I ask you what your reasons are for wishing 
to go, and why jou think it is not right for you 
to go there any more?" 

" Certainly not. My reasons for wishing to 

fo, you will easily be able to appreciate. You 
now, from experience, what a pleasant place it 
is to visit, and what congenial people we always 
meet. But I am afraid you will not so readily 
1 
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6 SOCIAL HEROISM. 

appreciate my reasons for thinking it is not right 
for me to go there any more. You know Judge 
Harriston's ideas of hospitality — how strongly 
we are always urged to take wine, and that he 
thinks it a want of courtesy to him if we do not. 
I have never felt it to be a temptation yet, but 
stronger men than I, have yielded to such per- 
suasions. And without God's grace I might 
fall as they have fallen." 

" Are you not a little morbid in your ideas 
about this, Hamilton? I must confess I can- 
not see why you need to feel yourself in any 
danger. You know your sobriquet was given 
you because you seem to be braver in resisting 
evil than some of us weaker ones. Who would 
ever dream that ' old Trojan ' could yield to 
temptation !" 

"jDo you think, Warren, that it never cost me 
a struggle not to yield sometimes? I tell you I 
can realize what Plato meant by comparing 
human nature to the chariot drawn by two 
horses. I have to tug pretty hard on the bit 
sometimes to keep my unruly hotse in check." 

" Now Hamilton," came from the depths of a 

freat easy chair " don't be unearthing old Plato, 
ust see how the ahock of his name distuibed 
my peaceful slumbers. His ideas would'nt do for 
this age of the world. I would like to know why 
the two horses are harnessed to the chariot, un- 
less they are both to pull. J believe in giving 
;tnem free rein, a,nd I will cry 'good for you to 
tlie one that wins.'" 
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BOCIAt HEROISM. 7 

"McPherson, who ever dreamed you were list- 
ening to our sermonizing 1" answered Hamilton. 
4i I fancy a little of it will not hurt you, however, if 
thode are your sentiments But to return to Judge 
Harriston, I am not much afraid of myself now. 
Once I might have been, but every conquest 
gives me fresh courage. But I think it is sorrow- 
ful that professing Christians will throw such 
temptations in the way of young men. They 
ought to consider that God gives them a great 
responsibility. I think I would be -almost temp- 
ted to lecture on temperance; only it is not by 
lectures, nor by temperance societies, although 
they do much good, that the revolution is to be 
brought about. Every such reform must begin 
in Christian homes And if every Christian did 
his duty how long would it be before the sorrow 
and suffering in this world would be lessened 
one-half. If we think we are safe ourselves, that 
is not enough. We know others are going to 
ruin, and perhaps we can do something to re- 
strain them." 

" You would take all liberty away from a Chris- 
tian, if you made him always consult the good 
of others " said McPherson. " The Bible, which 
seems to be -your guide, tells about the 'Liberty 
wherewith Christ hath made us free.' Where is 
the liberty if a man cannot indulge in a harm- 
less gratification ?" 

" Ah ! McPherson, you knowyou are making a 
strange twist of that text, we are promised 
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3 SOClAi HEROISM. 

liberty from the bondage of sin, not liberty, to 
enter the bondage, and indulge appetites which 
will injure ourselves as well as others. Oh ! I 
wish I could express all 1 feel on the subject. 
But you will think I am lecturing in earnest,'' 
he added with a smile. 

" Good practice for you '* answered Warren, 
" I am pretty strong in my principles of temper- 
ance, but I would not pretend to lay down the 
law for others. I do not condemn Judge Harris- 
ton for not thinking as I do. I do not know 
that much harm is done by taking a glass of 
wine at a social party, although I never do it 
myself. I promised my mother before she died 
that I would never touch it. Perhaps I might 
if it were not for that promise." 

" I am glad to have the sanction of such a 
good Christian as you on my wine drinking," 
said McPherson. " I am a free man, I never 
made a promise to anyone. But I am going out 
for my ' constitutional ' so as to be fresh for to- 
night. Are either of you going out with me ?" 

"No, I think not" answered both the other 
young men. 

Hamilton and his two friends were, at the time 
of this conversation, attending the Toronto 
University, when the college building, of which 
Canadians are justly so proud was not finished. 
The old brick building now occupied by the 
Medical school was then " University College." 
feut some grand men were trained there — men 
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who have proved an ornament and a Source of 
strength to their native land. 

The three friends were all in their fourth year, 
and each bidding fair to excel in his department. 
McPhereon had a thorough grounding in Classics; 
bat contrary to the expectations of his friends, he 
chose metaphysics. " I shall never have any 
moral sentiments if I do not hunt them up " he 
Baid. " Hamilton if you know what is good for 
yourself, you will take classics. You will never 
do for a lawyer in this age of the world, without 
getting all the wickedness you can from those old 
heathen." But he finally gave Hamilton up 
as a hopeless case. " You pick up more moral 
sentiments now than I do, " he once said 
laughingly. 

After McPherson had gone out, Hamilton and 
Warren sat very quietly reading for some time. 
But an observer would have noticed that the 
former was thinking of something besides the 
book before him. At last he said " Warren are 
you so busy that you cannot listen to me for a 
few minutes f " 

"Certainly not. Proceed old fellow, I am all 
attention." 

"You know the boys have sometimes made 
fun of what they are pleased to call my 'Byronic 
turn of mind.' I am sure I am not very poetical, 
and sadly wanting in sentiment, but I suppose 
they call it that for want of a better name, be- 
cause I am never in such high spirits as some of 
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the rest of them. I have often wanted td tell 
you the tragedy of my early life, feeling, as I 
doj that you will respect the confidence I give 
you. We have been firm friends for many 
years* and I have often thought you would won- 
der sometimes at my serious moods. And I 
would like Especially to have you know why t 
have such strong feelings about drinking wine. 
I ktiow you may have thought me too strict in 
laying down the law for others. But when you 
hear my story, you will understand it all. " 

By this time Warren was listening intently. 
The look of deep seriousness on his friend's face 
convinced him that it was no fancied tragedy to 
which he was about to listen. And as Hamilton 
paused for a moment, he said " You may be 
sure of my sympathy and interest even before- 
hand. And also that I shall consider your 
confidence as sacred. " 

So Hamilton began. " You remember my 
mother I know. You always seemed attracted 
by her sweetness and dignity when you were a 
school boy ; in spite of the sadness which would 
have repelled some boys. It is just five years 
since she died leaving me without a near relative 
in the world. It was a sad day to me wheu I 
entered the University. She had looked forward 
with so much pride to thut time. But when it 
came, there was no one to care whether I enter- 
ed with honour or not. We had lived in Quebec, 
until we came here fourteen years ago. My father 
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wae a banker, with very bright prospects of ad- 
vancement when lie and mother were. married. 
They loved each other devotedly and the first five 
years of their married life were almost too hapoy, 
mother has often told me since. There were 
only two children, myself and a little girl five 
years younger. When I was four years old the 
clouds began to gather. The President of the 
bank, of which fether was manager was a pro- 
fessing Christian, — standing high in the estima- 
tion of every one. But he had the same ideas 
of hospitality -which I was condemning in Judge 
Harriston. And it was at hift house that father 
first learned to drink. He went down rapidly 
after that, losing after three years his position in 
the bank. He was very much such a disposition 
as Harry McPherson, and you cannot think how 
I tremble when he talks as he did to-day- It 
is often men of the finest, most generous disposi- 
tion who yield first to temptation. I will not 
dwell upon all the sad scenes through which we 
passed, although I remember many of them ; 
but I will hasten to close. One night father 
came home about midnight, very much beside 
himself, and found mother sitting up for him as 
usual. He seemed very angry with her, and 
when she remonstrated with nim he struck her. 
The thought that he, who had promised to love 
and protect her, raised his hand against her in 
anger was the most bitter trial yet, and she fell 
feintLDg to the .floor. Aft she feU> her head 
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struck the sharp edge of the fender to the grate 
cutting a deep gash. The fall awakened me^ 
but I was so paralyzed with terror that I could 
not move. The sight of the blood in a mea- 
sure sobered him. • He raised her in his arras, and 
kissing her again and again he said 4 Oh my 
darling, I have killed you, I have killed you !' 
He placed her gently on the bed, and then a sort 
of frenzy seemed to seize him. He caught up my 
little sister who was then three years old— wrap- 

Eed a blanket around her, and rushed out of the 
ouse. I must have fainted, for I remembered 
nothing more until morning. When I awoke, I 
crept out of the bed, and found mother — not 
dead, as in my childish terror I expected ; but 
sitting in a chair with such a stony heart-broken 
look on her face. It burnt itself into my memory 
forever. She knew nothing of the night's occur- 
rence, except the blow. She had not even notic- 
ed that my little sister was gone* I need not tell 
you of her search for them all over the City. We 
never heard of them, nor from them, and every 
one believed father had plunged into the river 
and the swift current had carried their bodies out 
to sea. Does all this seem too tragical for real life, 
Eobert? Do you not think if we could see 
beyond appearances, often we would find that 
there are tragedies being acted all around us 
with wine as the great stage manager $ 

" Perhaps the <^uick sharp agony which mother 
endured was easier to bear than the dull r hjeart- 
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breaking sorrow, which bo many wives and 
daughters are enduring. How many noble and 
cultivated women are being dragged lower and 
lower, until hope and faith sometimes die in 
their hearts. If the history of our inmates of 
Insane Asylums were known, do you not think 
we would stand amazed to find how much of the 
misery we see there is caused by wine ? Oh how 
can Christians be so blind to their duty in this 
matter! Why cannot they see that intemperance 
is the greatest hindrance to the triumph of the 
Gospel? And why do they not stand shoulder 
to shoulder and fight against it with all the en- 
ergy and strength, God gives them V 9 
■ Warren had listened with pained and almost 
breathless interest to his friend's history, and 
now as Hamilton paused he said, as tears, of 
which he was not at all ashamed stood in his 
eyes : "I wish I had known your sad story be- 
fore, Hamilton, I feel that sometimes my 
mood: must have been so out of harmony with 
yours. I feel deeply grateful for the confidence 
you have shown in me ; you will have reason to 
thank God for your- Words, evm if it haft beta 
extremely painful for yoa to lift the veil which 
hides the past. Heretofore I have been m a 
half-indifferent state of mind on the eubject of 
intemperance. Now I am heart and soul with' 
you in doing; everything by word and defed to 
put it down; " '..•:. ,/... . i . 

^1 shall be moretbaa repaid for th* priin it has 
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given me to speak of these things, if this is the 
result," replied Hamilton. "It was partly for 
that reason that I have told you. You have that 
wonderful gift of strong personal influence. I 
have often wondered to see your power over the 
minds of others. And I want you to exert it 
over Harry, and all others who need it. If you 
believe heartily in the danger of wine drinking, 
you will soon influence others. " 

u Did you finish all you were going to tell me 
about your life ?" asked Warren. 

" I will not weary you with a history of the 
struggles through which mother and I passed, 
after the disappearance of my father and sis- 
ter. We knew what it was to be cold and hun- 
gry. The President of the bank offered to take 
me as a messenger boy; but mother declined 
his offer* He knew it was at his house that 
father had learned to drink ; and I suppose that 
was done as a bribe to his conscience. I wonder 
if a vision of our desolated home never haunts 
him now. We moved after two years to Toron- 
to* where, after a time mother opened a school. 
After that our prospects brightened. You and 
I have both had to work our way along through 
College, as well as to care for our mothers. But 
I believe we are both stronger men for the dis- 
cipline. Do you know I think a man's educa- 
tion is only half finished and his, character not 
quite symmetrical, unless he Las a mother, si&n 
t^ior yrife, for whom ^srGaa.wQrk.. It amoothes 
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down his rough edges, and makes him more 
gentle — a true gentleman — to know that he makes 
or mare the happiness of some dear one.", 

"I remember your mother" said Warren, 
" I believe I loved her next to my own mother. 
1 often wohdefred why she looked 60 sad. I hope 
the future has much brightness in store for you, 
Hamilton, to make up for the sadness of the past. 
But I suppose McPherson will soon be home. 
Yon still intend not to go to Judge Harriston's 
to-night. I honour your feelings ; but I am 
sorry you are not going. I should be almost 
tempted to stay witli you; only I have asked my 
cousin Louise Howard iff may have the pleasure 
of escorting her to the party. I think she will 
be disappointed at not seeing you there. " 

The serious expression changed to one of 

{ Measure as Hamilton answered. "I should 
ike better to see her than any one else, but I 
am afraid my absence will hardly be noticed by 
her. I suppose I am a little morbid in my fears 
about this temptation ; but when I go to such 
places and see the wine, I seem to live over in 
imagination the scenes through which mother 
passed : and I can realize how she must have 
felt when watching father in his downward 
path. But as I said before I am afraid neither 
my presence, nor absence would make much 
difference to Miss Howard. " 

" Comfort yourself with that thought if you 
like, my dear fellow. But she is a girl cf such 
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quick intuition, she seems to get below the sttf* 
fitce almost at a glance, and finds out the true 
ring of gold in a man's character. If there were 
anything in my life of which I were ashamed, I 
would keep clear of her." 

Hamilton seemed to have no objection to 
listening to the praises Warren was bestowing on 
his cousin. But looking out the window he saw 
Harry coming and so he said U I feel strongly 
inclined to go, but I think' it is best not So I 
will spend the time ' cramming. ' " 



i 
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CHAPTER n. 

"But judge this rather that no man put a stumbling 
block, or an occasion to fall in his brother's way." 

Judge Harriston was a man of great influence 
and wealth. A widower with an only daughter. 
He took much pleasure in entertaining his 
friends in the most graceful, hospitable manner. 
As he was a man of much culture, he naturally 
drew around him a clasa of people — his equals in 
wealth and intelligence. But he also delighted 
in taking notice of those who needed help to rise 
in the social scale, and no one was much more 
conscious of the benefit of his patronage then was 
the Judge himself. But his egotism was easily 
forgotten in the light of his kind and generous 
heart Hamilton has already pointed out the one 
great mistake in his hospitality. He would have 
ielt that something was wanting in the entertain- 
ment if wine had not been furnished as freely as in 
the "good old times." He had been accustom- 
ed to its use all his life — never had been tempted 
to drink to excess. And all possible arguments 
failed to convince him that others were different- 
ly constituted : and that he was placing grievous 
temptation in the way of many young men. 
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Judge Harriston's home was ever a pleasant 
place, but on the night of the party it seemed to 
nave received an extra touch or pleasantness. 
And as Warren and his cousin entered the draw- 
ing room, an unspoken feeling of regret was in 
the mind of each that Hamilton was not there to 
enjoy it with them. Pictures, flowers and books 
were there to satisfy all the wants of a refined 
nature. Little groups of people were gathered 
here and there, enjoying themselves in various 
ways, and there was such an air of homeness 
about the whole scene, one felt at ease at once. 

They found their young hostess quite monopo- 
lized by Harry McPherson, but still keeping her 
eyes on the door to be ready to receive her guests. 
As they came up to her she said joyfully "Louise 
what a naughty girl to come so late ! I did not 
feel that we were having a party until I saw 
you." 

Harry put on a comical look of distress as he 
said, " and here I have been making a martyr 
of myself, trying to entertain you, and wonder- 
ing all the time why you were so interested in 
that door." 

Miss Harriston did not answer his sally, except 
by a bright, laughing glance, as saucy as his 
own, as she turned away to welcome another 
guest. 

Later in the evening Louise was standing 
with her cousin and Isabel Harriston looking at 
and admiring a beautiful inlaid table of mosaic, 



y Google 



yjOCIAL HEROISM. 19 

which looked like a beautiful painting of an old 
Cathedral. u Do you know, she said, u that 
table always preaches me a sermon? How 
beautifully the dark stones bring out the colours 
of the bright ones. The picture would not be 
perfect without them." 

"Yes, but how about the sermon?" asked 
Isabel. 

" I was thinking that the dark stones represent 
the care and sorrow we have through life. And 
the happiness and joy are all the .brighter by 
contrast. Now, so many of our experiences 
seem too dark and sombre to harmonize with the 
rest. But, I think when we stand in the clear 
light of Heaven, and look back upon our lives, 
we shall see how every trial, every disappoint- 
ment, every failure was needed to make our 
characters what God would have them. He can 
see the whole plan, and He knows just where 
the brightness is needed, and just where the 
sombre tint should tone down the brightness — 
lest we should be satisfied with this world's 
happiness " Louise spoke with such earnestness 
that she had not noticed that several others were 
listening to her. As she caught her cousin's eye 
she blushed deeply, and stopped. 

" You would do to preach a sermon yourself, 
to^ say nothing of that little table preaching," 
said, Isabel, admiringly. "I wish I had just 
such earnest thoughts about everything. I 
wver see ' sermons in stones.' There )*ave ueea 
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very few dark stones placed in the mosaic of 
my life so far. So I suppose I must have rather 
a queer looking, unsymmetrical character. Oh, 
dear! I hope the sombre tints are not all 
coming at once in the future." And a shadow 
crossed her sunny face. 

'•Forgive me for being so serious," said 
Louise, " God grant that you may not need as 
muo.h toning down as some of us, dear Isabel." 

How merciful it is that God hides the future 
from us. Sometimes the coming joy would unfit 
us for present sorrow — we would be impatient 
to grasp it. And how often all the joy of the 
present would be robbed of its brightness, 
could we see the dark clouds of sorrow wnich lie 
just below our horizon. 

Just before supper Judge Harriston brought 
the Bible, and giving it to a minister, who was 
present, asked him to lead in worship. This 
was a custom which he always observed. And 
it is easy to see how likely it would be that 
young men would \irge his example as safe in all 
things, when it was so good in many. 

When supper was announced, Harry McPher- 
son took charge of Louise, while Warren had the 
honour of escorting his fair hostess. 

" Shall I have the pleasure of bringing yxni a 
glass of sherry or port ?" Harry asked Louisp. 

"I do not wish either," she answered quietly. 
* "Miss Harriston, my friend Warren seems t6 
entirely ignore ihe foet that he has not oififeted 
you any. May I supply his short-comings ?" 
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" Thank you, I will take a glass of sherry." 
As he handed the glass to her, he said to 
Warren, u Robert, do not thiuk I am usurping, 

I am only supplementing your good offices. 
Did you forget ?" 

u No, I did not forget. I hope Miss Harriston 
will acquit me of all discourtesy to herself or 
Judge Harriston, when I say that I hope never 
to offer anyone wine again " 

Harry opened his eyes wide in astonishment, 
" Are you the young muu who was saying this 
afternoon that he would take wine himself if he 
had not promised his mother he would not ? 

I I as a ch mge come o'er the spirit of your dream ? 
I thought your opinions were as unchangeable 
as the laws of the Medes and Persians." 

44 No, my opinions have undergone a complete 
change sinco atternoon. I have been shaken 
into earnestness." 

Louise did not make any comment on her 
cousin's words, but her eyes expressed the 
pleasure she felt. 

" That is the only subject on which Louise 
and I never agree," said Isabel, " I do not think 
there is the least harm in taking wine. See how 
many splendid men use it all their lives, and 
never come to any harm." 

4< Yes, and see how many splendid men find 

that the cause of their ruin, both in this world 

and in eternity. I have no friends for whom I 

feel any anxiety ; but it makes my heart ache 

% 
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to see some of our finest and moat brilliant men 
filling drunkard's graves. But I do not wish 
to preach you another sermon to-night, Isabel." 

" Miss Howard, you say you have no friends 
for whom you feel anxious. You surely do not 
fear for yourself. Then what are your argu- 
ments against taking wine yourself? I have 
heard one temperance lecture to-day, and would 
like to hear another," said Harry. 

"No, I do not fear for myself, although I do 
not dislike wine, and you know women too be- 
come drunkards. Is it not awful to think of a 
women falling so low? When I see so much 
misery and wretchedness, so many desolate 
Jioines and breaking hearts, and know the cause 
of it, I feel I want my life free from the guilt of 
setting a wron^ example. The Bible says ' no 
drunkard shall inherit the kingdom of heaven.' 
What will God say to us if we help to make a 
man a drunkard ? It is best to be on the safe 
side." 

Judge Harriston was passing at this moment, 
and said laughingly, " Are you riding your old 
Jiobby, Miss. Louise ?" Although rather impati- 
ent if a man differed with him on this subject, 
he was very chivalrous if his opponent were a 
woman. 

"Somebody is always very politely mount- 
ing me on my hobby, and then what can I do 
but ride off in, my best ptyle?" 

" 01), dear, I am afraid I should be convinced 



y Google 



SOCIAL HEROISM. 23 

myself if it were not for you and Judge Harris- 
ton," said McPherson to Isabel. "It is more 
than a man can stand to have so many against 
him. Miss Howard, you should meet my friend 
Hamilton, your opinions agree exactly. I be- 
lieve you must have been acquainted sometime 
as far back as the glacial period. 5 ' Harry paused 
in hi* nonsense, for a very deep blush passed 
over Mies Howard's face, and she turned her 
eyes in another direction. "1 declare," he said 
to himself, " it looks as if they might have met 
once or twice since the glacial period, by the 
warm color on her face !" 

The conversation was here interrupted by the 
departure of the ladies from the supper room, 
and it was not again resumed. There was no 
excessive drinking on the part of the gentlemen 
when left to themselves. But Harry McPherson 
received a new impulse in that direction. 
Hamilton's earnest arguments had made him 
think earnestly about the subject, and then Miss 
Howard's question, " What will God say to us 
if we help to make a drunkard ?" But the ex- 
ample of Isabel and Judge Harriston more than 
counteracted the influence of the 'serious words. 

On their way home, Louise said to her cousin, 
"I did not know until to-night that your friend 
Hamilton is sueh a strong temperance man*'- 
And then in almost Hamilton's own words she 
added, "I am so glad that your personal influ- 
ence is, henceforward to be on the right side," 
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CHAPTER in. 

"And every man that striveth for the mastery is 
temperate in all things." 

___ * 

Hamilton, Warren, and McPherson were so 
entirely occupied, after this, with their closing 
examinations that there was no more time for 
recreation of any kind. They all came through 
with honour to themselves ; as might be expect- 
ed where good natural abilities were ^combined 
with very studious habits. Somebody did care 
very much whether Hamilton graduated with 
honour or not. If he had known how much 
satisfaction his success gave Louise Howard, his 
honours would have been almost priceless in his 
eyes, 

Hamilton and Warren were to enter immedi- 
ately upon their law studies, in the office of a 
prominent firm in Toronto; McPherson was 
appointed to a position in one of the banks in 
the same city. 

One evening the friends were talking of the 
past and discussing plans for the future. They 
felt that in those past years they had been pre- 
paring for the battle, tempering and grinding 
their weapons for the conflict. JNvm y they were 
to test that preparation, to find wfiether the 
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inetal had improved tinder the trial. The* hearts 
of all were filled with hopes of success,— moral 
as well as temporal success,— -and each felt that 
success comes from God. 

" What do you say to a little trip of sonie 
kind before we fairly go to work?" asked 
Warren. " I think it would be a good prepar- 
ation for law. My head is i crammed } yet. I 
would like to dissipate a little ot the superfluous 
knowledge before I put any more in." 

Harry showed a disposition to stand on his 
head at the mere suggestion, but compromised 
matters by throwing up his hat. Hamilton ex- 
pressed his approval in as hearty, if not as 
demonstrative manner, so they planned a trip 
down the St. Lawrence, and along Lake Cham- 
plain to Lake George ; and then put the plan 
into execution the following week. 

The fet. Lawrence is so familiar to Canadian 
eyes, that its beauties need no description. As 
they passed the historical places on Lake Cham 
plain they brushed up their history of the French 
and Indian war. 

Leaving the steamer at the lower end of the 
Lake, they took the stage for Tioonderoga. 
The best seats are on the top of the stage, and 
our three boys were fortunate enough to secure 
them. The driver had his history well digested, 
and amused them not a little by his rendering 
of it. When they passed the ruins of old Fort 
Ticonderoga, his tongue waxed warm in deserib- 
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ing the way Ethan Allen and his Green Moun* 
tain boys took it " In the name of the Continen- 
tal Congress," (before the Britishers knew there 
wafs any Continental Congress.) Our travellers 
did not think it necessary, in order to prove their 
loyalty to their own country, to speak slightingly 
of the one whose beauties they were enjoying so 
h< artily. Their minds were broad enough to 
appreciate the grand features of both. Ticon- 
deroga lies at one end of Lake George : at the 
other end Caldwell. Now there is a little 
steamer which runs daily between these two 
places. An4 at the upper end, on the site of old 
Foil; William Henry, stands an hotel of that 
name. A lovelier scene than one gets from the 
veranda of this hotel can hardly be imagined* 
The lake nestles in its emerald setting of hills 
— even now scarcely disturbed by the usual 
signs of village life ; but then, one could hardly 
find a more restful, peaceful spot. In the early 
morning the deep purple shadows of the hills lie 
heavy on the lake ; but as the sun rises higher 
and higher, they are gradually lifted until the 
clear blue of the water shows itself. 
- The three friends found pleasant quarters in 
the house of a farmer, and spent a week or two 
sleeping, reading and boating. (It is more than 
probable they ate something too.) As would be 
expected Hamilton and Warren expressed their 
enjoyment in a more quiet way than McPherson, 
who was extravagant in his expressions of 
pleasure. 
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" I believe there isn't a lovelier place this side 
of Scotland," he exclaimed one day as they 
were rowing on the lake — winding around the 
little islands, and sometimes landing and explor- 
ing for themselves. 

44 1 have heard tourists say it is very like Loch 
Katrine in its general characteristics," answered 
Hamilton. 

They were not anxious to hurry away from 
such enchantment. But finally they concluded 
their brains were in good working order again, 
and they must begin work in earnest. So they 
started home by a different route, feeling they 
had been off duty long enough. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

"God's plans like lilies pure and white unfold. 
We must not tear the close shut leaves apart ; 
Time will reveal the calyxes of gold." 

While they had been studying at the Univer- 
ity, Hamilton and his friends had conscientiously 
kept themselves from being drawn much into 
society. Ihey had allowed themselves but 
few recreations — "just enough to keep from 
getting rusty." They knew from experience 
that the flash of bright eyes has a very disastr- 
ous effect on Ewclid and Mill. Now, however, 
they thought they could throw down the barriers 
in a measure. 

Harry McPherson seemed to be more and 
more conscious of the attractions of Judge 
Harrison's home — the chief attraction being, of 
course, the bright daughter of the house. Harry 
had some property of his own, and his position in 
the bank, in the eyes of those who estimate 
equality by such a standard, brought him on a 
level socially with the daughter of Judge Har- 
riston. 

Arthur Hamilton, as we have already im- 
agined, felt more than an ordinary interest in 
Louise Howard* Hq hp,d vi&ited at her home 
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with Warren, who saw that they were mutually 
attracted, and was glad in his cousinly way, to 
bring them together. Warren himself was as 
yet troubled with no such heart-aches. He en- 
joyed most heartily the progress his two friends 
were making. He watched the assault of each 
strong outpost, and knew before those who were 
most interested, and that there would soon be 
" unconditional surrender." 

Lousie and Isabel had been intimate friends 
for a number of years To a careless observer 
they would have seemed very unlike — almost too 
unlike to be thoroughly congenial. But the dis- 
similarity in character was mostly on the surface. 
Have you 6tood on the sea-shore when the tide 
rushes in and then recedes leaving bare some 
rugged edges of rock? This is the way it had 
been with Louise Howard. She had seen much 
trouble — enough to show her that life is not all 
quietness and peace. And she had rightly 
learned the lesson, which sorrow is intended to 
teach. It had brought to the surface the strong 
points in her character — given her a quiet seri- 
ousness ; but underlying the seriousness was a 
deep stream of mirth and cheerfulness, which 
waited only for a chance to break its barriers. 

Isabel's life had been very different. Her 
mother died before she could remember, and 
Judge Harriston had tried to be to her both 
father and mother. She had hardly ever known 
a wish which could not be gratiiied. So y\tk 
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her the mirth and cheerfulness were nearly al- 
ways on the surface, while the real earnestness 
was lying dormant, only to be awakened by 
deeper experiences. It may be that great sor- 
rows would be needed to quicken her best 
powers. So the two girls harmonized well with 
each other. Louise grew merrier when with her 
friend. Isabel seemed inspired with higher pur- 
poses when in the company of Louise. 

Harry's business position was such that he did 
not necessarily hesitate on that account before 
asking the final question. His income was more 
than sufficient for the wants of two people ; even 
if their wants were not easily satisfied. But 
still he waited. Judge Harriston treated him 
with great cordiality, although he must have 
known that Harry was aspiring for the possession 
of his one treasure. But with the modesty of 
all true-hearted lovers, he underrated his own 
good qualities, and magnified Isabel's, until he 

f)ersuaded himself that Judge Harriston might 
ook higher for his daughter. 

But at last matters came to a crisis. Harry 
and Isabel were out rowing one night in early 
summer, (f suppose it was moonlight, for it aU 
ways is on such occasions.) about a year af- 
ter the trip to Lake George. They had been 
drifting for some time, but it was growing late, 
bo Harry again took the oars, — Isabel the helm. 
He had been praising her skill in guiding the 
boat. And then suddenly, as if the wqrds eould 
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Ho longer be restrained he said, " I wish you 
would promise to be my guide through life. A 
wife is truly her husband's guide. Will jou 
promise to be my wife ? " Poor Isabel had no 
chance to hide her blushes, unless the moon 
kindly hid her face just then, as she answered 
sweetly and solemnly, k4 1 tnink you need a 
safer guide than I could be ; but I will promise 
to be your wife." 

I am not going to tell yon what Harry did 
then. He did not row : and so the boat drifted 
again with the waves. After awhile he asked, 
i% Do you think your father will give us hie con- 
sent and blessing, Isabel ? I have feared he 
would not think me worthy of such a gift." 

" I know he ha# always liked you : and I 
think if he had felt any Qbjection he would have 
shown, it before now," sne answered with a 
smile. 

As Isabel said, if Judge Harriston had not 
looked with favor upon Harry, he would not 
have waited so long before discouraging his 
visit& He gave his free and hearty consent to 
their marriage which Harry urged might take 
place in the falL Isabel thought that was hurry- 
ing matters a little too much ; but at last, she 
gave her consent. 
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CHAPTER V. 

" The bells of time are ringing changes fast : 
Grant, Lord I that each fresh peal may usher in 
An era of advancement, that each change 
Prove an effectual, lasting, happy gain !" 

The summer passed quickly away, and Octo- 
ber came with its beautiful clear days, when 
Isabel was to fulfil her promise of becoming 
Harry's wife. Louise and another friend of 
Isabel's were to be bridesmaids. Hamilton and 
Warren groomsmen of course. 

Everything which love could suggest was 
called into use to beautify Isabel's home on her 
wedding night. Although it was late in the 
season for flowers, the h »use was bright and 
beautiful with their abundance — arranged in 
graceful carelessness by loving hands. 

This night, if never before Harry and Isabel 
were very serious, for they realized the solemn 
tows they were about to take upon themselves. 
You have never had a description ol the personal 
appearance of either Isabel or Louise. You 
have had glimpses of their minds and hearts, 
whose beauty is of far more importance. This 
night perhaps they were fairer and more wo- 
manly than ever before. Louise looked as seri- 
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one and earnest as Isabel herself: perhaps she 
was thinking of marriage in the abstract : per- 
haps " coming events cast their shadows be- 
fore." 

Judge Harriston was as courteous as ever 
before to his guests. But one could easily see 
that Isabel's marriage was, for many reasons a 
sad event to him. For her sake he rejoiced ; 
but who was to fill her place in his home ? To 
be sure she was coming back to live near him, 
in a home which he had fitted up for her in the 
most perfect manner. But her place in his home 
would be vacant Is it any wonder] that tears 
dimmed his eyes as he gave her to Harry to 
" love, cherish and protect." He had great con- 
fidence that Harry was worthy of the trust, and 
that belief lightened the pain to a great extent. 
And Harry's heart was full of the most earnest 
intentions to faithfully fulfil the trust. 

At supper there were the usual toasts to the 
bride, to which Harry responded in a very grace- 
ful and hearttelt manner. — Then the other toasts 
which are deemed necessary on such an occa- 
sion. After they were over, Harry brought a 
flass of wine to Louise and said, u Surely Miss 
Loward you can forget your scruples for once, 
and take a glass of wine with me in honor Qf 
my wife." It would be difficult to give an idea 
of all the satisfaction and happiness Harry's 
voice expressed as he spoke those last two 
words. 
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Louise hesitated for one moment. She did 
not like to appear singular, and it was most 
painful to have special attention called to her- 
self. And she knew it would do her no harm, 
but she answered firmly, " I would gladly grant 
your request if I thought it would give one 
moment more happiness to Isabel. If you will 
give me a glass 01 water, I will drink her health 
twice over. 

u I see there is no hope for you now," Harry 
said. Do not think he was trying to break down 
her principles. He thought it was only a < wo 
manly whim,' and it would be great fun to show 
the masterful power of man and break her of it. 
He was not annoyed at her refusal. It would 
have taken more than that to cloud his sunshine 
that night. But he thought, " I am glad after 
all that Isabel is not quite so much after the 
heroic type as Louise. I do not like to see a 
woman t<>o positive in her beliefs," Then aloud 
to Lousie, " You are such a regular little Puri- 
tan, I henceforth wash my hands of all respon- 
sibility with regard to your conformity to the 
customs of good society." 

" Do not look so sober Louise " said Isabel " I 
know I have the best wishes of your heart, 
without this proof." 

Louise looked up and found Hamilton's seri- 
ous dark eyes looking earnestly and approvingly 
at her. She could not understand all the mean- 
ing his look expressed. She knew he never took 



y Google 



SOCIAL HEROISM. 35 

wine himself; but, as yet she did not know his 
history, and the reasons why he should feel so 
deeply on the subject. She had the approval of 
her own conscience : and she also felt that he 
was not displeased with her and so she was con- 
tent. 

Hamilton and Louise were not yet engaged. 
But they thoroughly trusted each other: and 
perhaps there was as much happiness in their 
intercourse as though the definite words had 
been spoken. Louise had confidence that he 
was a true-hearted man. And his attentions 
had been so exclusively given to her, — she had 
reason to cherish the hope which was beautifying 
her whole life — the hope which she hardly put 
into definite form even in her own mind. And 
Arthur, inspired by the same trust in her, knew 
she would never have allowed him to become so 
marked in his attentions, had she not returned 
his love. What a change it would make in 
society, if men and women would be true to 
themselves and to each other. How much more 
cause there would be for faith in humanity. 

Hamilton intended to tell Louise his history 
before he asked her to take his name, and lint 
her happiness with his. It was a painful subject 
to him : it had cost him a great struggle to tell 
it to Warren. And still more difficult did it 
seem to tell Louise that his father had been a 
drunkard and a suicide. But he knew that the 
love of guch a woman would stand the test of a 
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revelation even like that. If parents have no 
pity for themselves, a thought of the sorrow and 
shame they are bringing on theijr children ought 
to restrain them. 

As they wer^ driving home that night from 
the we Iding Hamilton told her tliere wae some- 
thing connected with his past life, which he 
wished to tell her nome evening when she would 
be at leisure to listen to him. She name<J an 
evening, and it was settled he should come then. 
She wondered a little what he could be going 
to tell her. She felt there could be nothing in 
his past life which would not bear close inspec- 
tion. But it was natural that she should have a 
little curiosity about it. Perhaps he had loved 
some one else before he loved her, and thought 
he ought to telllier. She did not torment her- 
self with improbable surmisings, ehe knew it 
must be some r hing which interested him, and of 
course it would her also. 

The appointed evening came and found 
Arthur and Louise seated in her parlour free 
from intrusion. W ithout much preface he told 
her the same sad story which he had told War- 
ren nearly two years before: — going a little 
more into details, for he felt it was her right to 
know all. She did not interrupt him by words ; 
but her face was beautiful in its expression of 
sympathy. When he had finished, before giving 
her an opportunity to reply he said " I think 
you will not wonder why I "have told you this. 
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For more than a year, every thought of home- 
happiness has been associated with you. The 
love which might have been lavished on father, 
mother, brothel feud sfcteus [hafe long been pent 
up in my heart : and now has been added to it 
a deeper ftitfLtendferer love which is all centred 
in you. Is it too mucfr-for me to hope ihat you 
return this love ? Ye* are the only woman I 
have ever wa^d ftw#jy wjfe.' ? , ]For answer she 
laid her handft quietly in hie own. TWy had 
Ibund thehoa^e they so m^ch needed. > 
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CSAPTEE VI. 

" Let him that thinketh he standeth take heed leit he 
fcU." 



Harry and Isabel returned from their wedding 
trip, and took immediate possession of their new 
home. Of course there were many visits to 
receive and return : besides a number of parties 
given in their honor. Therd seemed to be 
danger that they would be drawn into a sort of 
a whirlpool ot fashion. They both had higher 
aims. But the claims of society are imperative 
upon those who acknowledge her laws as binding 
upon themselves. 

They always had wine on their side-board to 
offer their guests : and sometimes Harry's face 
seemed a little flushed, » though, in fulfilling 
his ideas of hospitality, he hacbtaken one or two 
glasses too much. But a thought of danger 
never seemed to enter Isabel's mind. Alas I if 
she could have realized that every great sin has 
a small beginning. Then the habit had a very 
slight hola upon him, and an expressed wish 
from her would have made him give it up. He 
had been on the point of doing so several times 
before his marriage, for he could but feel the 
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effect &£ Hamilton and Warren's example* 
Had Isabel formed the liabit of looking deeper 
into life : and thinking more of the sorrows ot 
others, she might have seen the danger. 

Harry showed good business abilities, and 
was receiving great commendation from the 
Directors of the bank. And there was every 
prospect of rapid promotion. So life sejemed 
one bripht day to them both — not even a cloud 
to dim the sunshine. 

The intimacy between the three friends, and 
between Isabel and Louise remained unbroken, 
Harry and 1-abel could find no better wish for 
Arthur and Louise than the often expressed one 
that they might be as happy as they were. Ihe 
four joined in their aommi&eration pf Robert's 
lonely condition; and there seemed some dancer 
that they would all turn match-makers on hip 
account ; although they all bplieved in thft 
right to chopse for ones self... Warren seemed the 
least troubled of any of them- " $" ever mind 
me " be replied to their repeated sallies, " you 
see if I don't do better than any of you. Ite* 
jnember the proverb ' Patient waiting no 



Arthur and Robert were; both riding lav 
with great diligence. They were connected 
with an old apd well-established law firm : the 
senior members of which had expressed thei* 
determination to retire and 1< ave the whole 
practice to them as soon as they had passed their 
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filial examinations. . A prospect which .was very 
encouraging to Hamilton and Warr&i. 

Hamilton had a double inducement to do his 
best — his own love of study, and ariibition to 
jnake his name in the world : and a wish to earn 
a home for her who was all in all to him. They 
did not expect to be married for two years ; but 
that did riot seem long when they could 6ee each 
other- nearly every day. Their hopes and aims 
were one already, and their companionship was 
proving mutually beneficial. 

The trouble which Arthur had seqn in the 
past made the present Very bright. And Louise 
thought he deserved all the devotion she could 
give nim to make tip for. that past. The stain 
which rested on his. father's memory made no 
difference in her love. She felt that ** to. live 
nobly is better than to be nobly born." And 
slie was more interested in Arthur's present and 
future than in his past. The present was all 
that she could wish, and gave promise of a harvest 
of happiness iij the future. 

We have seen how. earnestly both Hamilton 
and Louise ielt on the subject of temperance. 
They believed that intemperance was one of the 
greatest evils of tjie present day. . But they did 
not believe that it is the only evil. It is 
written that hatted, evil-speaking, envying, 
wrath atad strife will keep men irom inheriting 
the Kingdom of God, as well as drunkenness. 
And with the help pf Christ — the Great Helper, 
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thfey waated their lives to speak against all these 
things. What a difference there is even in 
men's faults. It takes much more of God's 
grace to make some men earnest and useful than 
it does others. Christianity does not change a 
man's disposition all at once. The mean, small 
soul will liave a hard battle before all the mean- 
ness is purged out There are some men who 
are noble and lovable, even before the Divine 
Touch has transformed their nature. This is no 
heresy. Are we not told that Christ beheld the 

Joung man and loved him, although He still 
ad need to say to him a One thing thou 
lackest." And when a noble, truthful nature 
like Hamilton's is influenced by the principle of 
love to God, we can realize something of the 
truth that man was made in His image. 

In the seepnd year of their married life a little 
daughter came to Harry and Isabel. They hiad 
thought their cup of happiness was full before, 
but they found there was room for one drop 
more. Isabel seemed to realize, even more than 
Harry, the responsibility of having an immortal 
soul to train for Eternity : and the new experi* 
ence added more dignity to her character-^-or 
rather proved the touch-stone to call out what 
was there before. 

Judge Harriston evidently thought the little 
Louise was his especial property. He would 
take her home and keep her for hours ; and she 
soon came to know him, and would show her- 
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pleasure in her own baby-fashion, whenever /he 
made his appearance Hairy made great show 
of being jealous, but the little woman lavished 
her smiles freely on him also, so he could not 
fail to be content. 

Sometimes it seemed to Isabel that a cloud, 
very small as yet, was rising on her horizon. 
When they were first marred Harry- had not 
seemed to care for wine, and only took it with 
their friends. But now lie had it regularly for 
dinner, and of en took it at other times as well. 
She still had no fear he would ever be a drunk- 
ard, but she did not like to feel that he was at 
all dependant upon it. 

•One day she stood waiting, with baby in her 
arms, to receive his good-bye, as he was about to 
start for the bank after dinner. He had taken 
more wine than usual at dinner, and now he 
walked to the side-board and poured out another 
glass. 

u Harry," she began, and then hesitated. 

u Well Isabel?" 

U I have been wondering if it would not be as 
well for us to give up having wine for dinner. 
It is an unnecessary expense, and do you ttot 
think we would be better without it ? " 

u We scarcely need to hesitate about such a\ 
little expense as that, do we? And then I think 
it does me good. I have a great amount of work 
to do this afternoon and evening, and it 
strengthens my nerves." 
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Isabel look^l at #iQ robust, manly form of her 
husband, and sho could $ot keep back a little 
smile of ^ipuseinent that he should require any- 
thing forqigp to strengthen his nerves. But the 
smile faded, in a moment for there was an 
eatw&t purpose in her mind. U I suppose it 
would not he too much to say that our wine 
4rt)£ts uft at leapt a dollar a day the year around, 
J think it would, be gcand tp give that to the 
,H<W;, Missions. That would be a real sellr 
deniiJ.f . And you know we do not h&ve to deny 
•pqrselyefs very muqh. An,d t I do not like to 
jwve you go to th$ bank devery. day, among all 
the <$harks, with your breath so strong of wine." 
It wa$ a hard thing, for this wife to tell her 
husband that she feared he was getting too fond 
4$ wine.' 

, He laughed good n&twredly* 3nd. patting his 
Mod under her chin, he lifted her faee bo as to 
jjn^ke the. dow,D'Ca3t eyes look into hift own. 
" Why my darling, what new freak is this? 
Hap liouiee How^iid been lecturing you agnin? M 
. : tf$#> Jwui$e Hits. not jpenti^n^d jbhe suljject 
*wraw.w## married.", - -., ,. - •. •/-. - 
:1 a ^in*t;.ifi & than? J wfis ju$tonthc pofoafc 
i*£ g&inft ife3P ;abont the time th$t we were 
TO^rri^, ^opi^ppf h^lp-ft^ling.the influence 
J&j&PfHlfro!*' w&Jjff&sffib, tfwiaple- They 
were so solemn about it it made mg.feel I must 
be doing something dreadful. But I thought it 
was better to please* you and your father than to 
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please them, as long as I had no verv strong 
copvictions either way. I was afraid Judge 
Harriston would think me mean if I refused to 
have wine for our friends. And now here is my 
wiie forsaking me and going over to the 
enemy." He kissed her good bye and hurried 
away. - 

How his words had sunk into her heart 1 He 
would have given it up once, but for her. And 
now she knew it : would be riauch harder for him 
to do so. Hlow could she speak to him again 
about it, when he had said it was to ptease her 
and her &ther that he began to use it in his 
own home; % She was just h^eginniusr to see her 
mistake. She remembered now saying to him 
%o many times that she could hot see any harm 
in drinking wine in moderation. Ah I who 
oould decide the bounds of moderation % ' A 
council oi all the wise meti of the nations would 
have difiiculty m deciding. An undefined feel- 
ing of dread seeftied to have taken possession of 
Tier, and she had mor£ of a feeling of sadness 
than she had ever in her irtiole life known. 
And now she could realise : the trtith of many 
tilings whifch Louise Howard had said in past 
years. Ah ! it were more ChristBkd to feel for 
the misery of others, as Louise had done, arid 
sacrifice her own opinion before theifofl^aterfed 
ierfcwnsoul. ; ; ' "•■ ■ "'' '•• ' :/ 
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CHAPTER YH. 

' ' Mint eyes shall be npou the faithful of the Un4, the* 
they may dwell with me : he that walketh in a perfect 
way, he shall serre me." 

The two years had now passed and Hamilton 
began to think of a home ' and of a - Wife. He 
an3 Warren were now well established in their 
profession, and it was quite excusable in Arthur 
to indnlge in dreams of this kind. 

The marriage of Arthur and Louise was a 
quiet one and need not be described. Perhaps 
it was more a true marriage of hearts than 
many, for it is not often lhat two snch noble 
features find each tither in this world. 

Hamilton had fitted up a simple, cheerful 
home for his wife — very different from IsabeFs, 
but the happiness of home does not depend 
upon outward surroundings. He had woven a 
thought 6f her into all its arrangements, and 
that thought was visible to her eyes if to no 
other. ' Tneirs would be a home from which the 
pea<$e arid lo*$ would never depart Even if 
Ueatfc should etaim o^k of them, there would be 
to rfttry blessed memories; md' hopes of It 
'jtfdrjouB Jttwno^aHtrttr feomfert ithe <me j Wfcj> 
ihotfld be^teft. 1 ' U: "v V 
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In society and before others, there were none 
of these demonstrations of affection, which 
should be kept private — else the sacredness 
were gone. But Hamilton believed he might 
show his wife at least as much courtesy as he 
would a stranger. Wherever she was she felt 
encompassed ttnd *urroTm<ted by'his thouglit- 
ful love. ' And howdfd she repay such devotion ? 
Just as only such a woman coulcf repay it— With 
a love aqd' reverence $q\ial to hi$ ow&* This is 
no ideal pjictmre. Such a marriage Jw been 
and can he rpalked. , Doe* Chxist r eleyate, Car- 
riage, too much when He makes .it a type of 
His love and care ft*r Hia QJmrch, and tfre 
phurch's love and dependence upon Him | ' , 
; There was no danger that Arthur au^l Louise 
would grow selfish and think only of thenj^vsa* 
Hearts so fqll.of .such happiness pi#st Qv$vfy)qr 
with good to others. Their lives ywrq $p?nt in 
trying to elevate those who were sunk in sin 
and unhappincss— prying tp do a}l tfiey could to 
send their little gleaai ( q( light. tlp-qugji the 
darkness of this sin-sick world. $fo one ppuld 
he long with tbeni ;wittanVwishu\gty bav^ hfc 
t 0jvn, life mpreOhristlike. - , •.,"',- 

Arthur and & »bert watched. . fiapry ., yfty 
jclosely as they found their few*. T^ 6 fyrWf? 
^ea^^e4? -.Ev^n before, Isabel I144 ppwqd Jjer 
#yf# to the ganger, they }xi4 tffied. to $ft^ hjjji 

$!»%*, liis p*mi$ ,£*Wt% mp& , Amiftso ( -iSi^ 

Harry was just at that' point .:{5fhgp;>^ ol fj» 
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hardest to convince a^mah thiat he is in danger^ 
He felt that as yet the habit had not taken 
strong hold of him, and he could break from it 
at any time. And even then he could have 
done so without much of a struggle. But he* 
could not believe that it would become more 
and toore fastened upon him. It is easier to 
reaeh a -man who knows his own misery and 
degradation. 

Harry was still the same generous-hearted, 
high-spirited man, and it made their hearts 
ache to think of his laughing eye becoming un- 
steady, a?d all his fine powers corrupted and 
made a curse to himself, and to his family. 

It was some time longer before Isabel could 
bring her mind to speak to her father of ber 
fears. Like a true wife, as she was, her 
husbands honor and good name were precious 
to lier. And she could not endure that any one 
else should notice and sp^ak of the fear that 
was saddening her life. At length Judge Harris- 
ton noticed the change in her, and before speak- 
ing, tried to find' out fer himself the reason. 
But his eyes were not keen enough to detect 
anything amiss. 80 finally he asked her why 
she was not the same ' merry-hearted girl she 
used to be. She hesitated a little and finally 
told h»m the heavy burden of anxiety whicn 
was troubling her and making her so different, 

-'Why Isabel, I have never seen Harry frhen 
be seemed mastered by the wine. 1 think ho 
keeps control of himself." 
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"But he is getting more and more fo*d of it" 
He depends upon it for 'inspiration ' as he calk 
it." Her voice quivered with teeling as she 
went on. " I know he seems to be all right now, 
except his growing fondness for it ; but I seem 
to be impressed lately with the feeling that he 
will be a drunkard. I have not touched wine 
for a long time. Oh 1 if I had only felt the 
importance of my influence before : for he says 
it was from your example and from mine that 
he first began to drink wine." 

Judge Harriston looked very serious. This 
was the first time that he thought he might 
have made a mistake in his hospitality. "I 
think you are alarming yourself unnecessarily 
my dear child, I will keep a lookout on Harry 
and warn him. I am afraid you are not as well 
as usual, it is not like you to believe in presenti- 
ments. You always Jpoked on the bright side of 
everything." f 

Some little ray of comfort seemed to shine 
upon Isabel now that her fear was confided to 
her father. She had great .confidence in his 
ability to influence Harry. It is a sad thing for 
a wife when she has a sorrow which she cannot 
confide to her husband. One of the most sacred 
and beautiful things about married life is the 
mutual confidence. How sorrow and care are 
lightened when they are mutually shared. 

If possible, Isabel became more loving and 
devoted to her husband than before* The* 
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attractions of his home were strong. Baby 
Louise was daily developing many w : nning 
child-like ways. Seldom has a man more in- 
ducements to be noble and up-ri>ht. But alas, 
we can look about, and see many instances, 
where such attractions seem to have little 
power over a man who has begun to listen to the 
voice of temptation. 
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CHAPTEH Vffl. 

11 There is a way which teemeth right unto a man ; but 
the end thereof are the ways of death. " 

Five years have gone by since the close of the 
last chapter — years which have brought many 
changes to all: sad — very sad experiences for 
some of them, and joyful ones to others. 

Arthur Hamilton and Louise were in their 
pleasant drawing room one evening just after 
tea. Arthur was down on the floor on hands 
and knees playing horse with his four-year old 
boy. Louise sat sewing with her little girl on 
her knee, enjoying most heartily the antics of the 
horse and his driver, The horse must have had 
an unusual supply of oats, for he seemed very 
fractious. At last Arthur said " Now Fred the 
horse is tired, we must let him go into his 
•table. " 

There was lust a little hesitation before Fred 
unharnessed liis horse, but he had learned a\- 
ready that his father meant what he said. So 
be climbed up on Arthur's knee and laid his head 
lovingly against his shoulder, and asked for the 
Story of the bears who ate up all the naughty 
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children. The story was told with his correc- 
tions, and Louise said " That was pretty bad for 
the naughty children* wasn't it?" 

Fred nad ever riiown a disposition to see the 
best side of everything. It there were one 
little patch of blue in the skyj and all the rest 
dark and cloudy, he always saw the blue. So 
now his mother waited to see what his answer 
would be. 

" Yes mamma, but it was pood for the bears." 

When the smile which this answer called up 
had passed away, Arthur said 4< When the lit- 
tle people are in bed, I have something to tell 
yon Louise. *' 

She looked inquiringly into her. husband's 
face to see whether it was anything painful 
which he had to tell. 

lie understood the look and answered " Yes it 
is about Harry. Every time I think of him and 
compare their uhhappiness with our happiness, 
I feel so saddened. And yet in the beginning 
one would have thought that they had more to 
make them happy than we. The only 'differ- 
ence, they had not such a, sense of the need of 
God's help. Then, too, I do not know what 
might have been my course, if you had not 
had sit^h principles pbout temperance, \o^ 
were hkei raonntaiu scenery Always, inspiring 
me to hptter deeds. n , , ' 

X happy look eame wto her faqe, '. . „What wife 
Jloes not xiKe t to heaf snch wor^sit Jfyjt ptiU 
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she thought that without. her, he Was strong in 
O-od's strength, 

"I do not despair of him y*t" she said/ 1 1 
feel that God will answer our prayers. Poor 
Isabel !» 

u Poor Isabel " echoed Fred "did the hears 
eat her up too.?'* And Louise thought he was 
not dangerously Wise with regard to their 
, conversation. . 

After a little Arthur parried the tw9 children 
up stairs, anfl when Louise Had put them in bed 
aiid listened to Fred's prayer for them all: 
eSpe&aHy for " dear Uncle flaniy,*' she , weixt 
down to listen to Arthur's story, . , 

u I haVe known for some time that Harry haa 
heen going down in spite of all our .remons- 
trances and prayers. But I never realized how 
low he had fallen until to-day. I went to 1 the 
hank to see him" on business. The teller had a 
queer look on his face whpn< I told him 1 wanted 
$6 see hiip. , Hfe pointed to the private room ana 
said I f would find him there. * I know you are 
t an old friend of his ' he said ' perhaps ypu ca& 
do something fof him^ I did , not uncterfetan^ 
wha^hs meant, although I had a dread that 
something watf wrong. I fojind him lying on 
fhgbed'ln a drunken' sleet). ' Just'thtpk qf^it 
I&tiisel bitf.ffai*y,wlffi alllusuoblegiteifiiUehdi) 
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wife, and two such dear little children could so 
far forget hie duty to them and himself— if he 
had no higher thought of his duty to God. J 
bathed behead and face; and at last he awoke. 
X j#td *at.,deewha to you his uaortiljlcation 
when kp found J W e$en his jdejpiadation> 4 0h 
Arthur,' he said Kit' I bad, only hateqed to your 
advice ; hut now I am afraid it is too late. I do 
pot beUefye JLfi»;lffeak off now/ 'No Hafry 
it w Mt too lfite. Thj nk 0? th# m#p. ^h? . feav* 
fallen sp much lo#$r than ypu pave, and yet 
ljy tht feelp #f Uod, bay a thwwn off the p^wer 
of this habit, .and become free men agaw. For 
thi.aafce^f ypur ^i&t a*.d children* tujn* ; ever *-» 
B*w leaf.* He /aobtfedlikea child when I epok* 
of, them. M wn no^, wpfthy ,tq, hare such 
tre*Mtt§a' J*e, ia$, \ t l$*t r jm W®& <»*# wjd 
with Divine help you can be again.' 
w" Jj4oW^?i4^;wa$.jR9tli»i ^. oondikipft .ifo go 
home.to ^ ( wd tt he 1W&W iMpmfce tfcat a* 
WQfri4jstojaTiere, Lw^JMWqMl Iiahplthitf; 
tbatfie inmW4K>t bf^icififte Bfttil pvwixjf., JSe 
^mwBfd n fri|hftdly .flutfi .^{wwlfLfrt tl»T« 
until I came bacfe : gp. X.;w«$ to ( Jw* hc*»£. 
Ififtfeft) teemftd/vegr ^TOh^alar^^d, a^d^lfed if 
Wfytfafcg i had f rh^ppened fc> i>WV . ft f thick #t* 
^^rifrMft?mor ,m*w»«r J ,th*tj qowtfeiag w<* 
ffrt>n£l - I4MW1W aflt Wp/Aowing .Jiqy *>trtr 
l^^^[«^nid9yj|eartiii^%.«) ^W»W^pity 
f*vfWu*ftifebI^e*;i!^^ J *r# 

afraid she would fall. 
4 
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" 'To think that I am the cause of it all 'she 
Said ov£r Ahd over." : ' r • ^ / 

'«I think' she blaMd* herself mars tb*n shfc 
ought" said.Lonise. a * * '"' ; * <j * ; ' 

"I'tWnk *6 to * but'still Har*y «wOttld hatfe 
given ft up onee if % had not beeri'for thei* &lste 
idea of hospitality. * Idfr no* think she wred 
wilftiH^. It was from thoughtlessness, atid be- 
cause others had dfcrie so, and were ddtag so, sh<& 
dM riot see the harm of it. If in€«eAt*al men dad 
Vonten WotiJd ! onty tttke a : different stead hbw 
feoow ^he'evil * would M gro# lefesf. ■ Men artf 
so ratich afriaid $f being eftHed mean ah^t fematU 
cal. FertiftpS 1 ill, Mtotild help them to bear* the 
title witfi equanimity; 8 they #euld l *eirt$mber 
that the greatest ttien' of the worfd have been 
called fanatics. Iteallf it i* the arfeteftraey 
of -iikteptod&ifce arid <fevbtidn to the gOtfd <tf 
others.' . .■•,:»,--'■:•.* :;i»7 .; L *f.: -;*i i. :// 

^Btft to return tb Isabel. 1 She 'gre^ callmer 
altefr a little, and aJafcedmfcif I thfctagltftterewad 
tm h&pe-that 'he^ottld 1 ttifbttoi.' *Ihte$ni tehttV* 
nfr faitii : ifr fay'Ototi ttffty&r*,* site siiid/' *l4fetl 
©cid t thteks?I^^ht'tbbfe : t)UBi*ed fcr ; J&wttfg 
tetftf>tatioh id th^a/ of Others/ ' ' « ^ *- 

' ^You fifret&Wng }i a 3i ntdrt)id 'vtew 1 of Gk>d*A 
d*alings;%ilfti yofc*! said.''* Artd^tbeft^^dofc tfo* 
Bifcle and ' t€&& tt& f huftdred' fend ' ^bi*d^P«*ti^ r 
■dwtellin^bai«6tflttriyqb^ fh& vafces^ 4 Ete'lK* 
ftbtir#WSrdi6d -ite tt&Wirttftf# fo '.otw» ifc*ntfttesl 
Wte is a -^Mlie^^iftMl^ ttuT '<5feldtf*ty *0'tl*#Lc*# 
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pitietk them that fear Him. . F*>r hf knoweth 
our Irmfte, Be rea&eipbereth that wq are dust.' 
She seemed greatly comforted ;-an4 £tolfi he£ 
th*t y$H^a»d Robert #d X are pra^ingior.Uarry 
uneeaaimd.T, A*<1 1 feri lur^^dwil^ answer, our 
payers, although it 4 \wk& Yeiydari* wjw< I 

Eroinised I would bring ilarry £p*ije safety to 
er in the evening. And now I think I must 

go." 

Louiae had listened with tearful eyes to 
Arthur's painful story. In the realization 
of their own great happiness, these two 
could still sympathize with the sorrows of 
others, and weep with those whose hearts were 
heavy. 

" Isabel's life hoa Jbeqof.&> full of sunshine : 
it makes it doubly , uard tttlive in tnis dark 
shadow nowt It entfdl&ps htwpHM) closely, I 
fear she cannot realize that the sunshine of 
God is still behiid the cloud And what a 
change there is in Judge Harriston. He 
would have done anything rather than have 
her troubled, even to giving up a time-honored 
custom." 

" I believe he does not have wine on his table 
now. How differently we look at a truth, when 
the force of it comes home to us." 

" I left Roliert with Harry, and he was going 
out to an hotel, or somewhere to get him a cup 
of strong coffee. So I hope tor Isabel's sake, he 
is sober now." 
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Arthur folded his wife closely to his heart as 
he said * 4 Thank God for lift, my pi^edons tfife 
that His grace has been sufficient to keep US' 
from these things." 

There was the secret of ttteir strength attd thei* 
humility. They knew that fr6m Ood comes the 
strength, and the honour for their uprightness 
belonged to Him. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

tr The fruit of the righteous is a tree of life ; and he 1 
that winneth souls is wise." 

; Harry's fall had come about in this way. He 
had tnet some old OoUege friends, whom he had 
not seen for year^ ; and they had been drinking 
to the memory of " Anld Lang Syne," until both 
past and present were obliterated from their 
minds by a drnnken stupor. This wa9 the first 
time Harry had been so intoxicated as to lose 
entire control of himself His mortification and 
contrition were so intense, that for some time his 
wife and his Iriends hoped he had really reform- 
ed. 

Had it not been for the faithful watchfulness 
of Arthur and Robert, it is not easy to say what 
might have been the result when Harry awoke 
to a sense of his disgrace. But their earnest 
wcrds of advice and hope inspired him with 
some comfort. Ho was more like himself than 
he had been for some time, when Arthur took 
him home that night. And Arthur was very 
thankful that Isabel had been spared the agony 
of seeing him in the condition in which he had 
found him. 
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She did not meet him with tears and reproaches. 
She felt it was not in that way she could undo 
the wrong she had done. For sometime after that 
night their home seemed something as it had been 
at fir^t : and the happiness began to come again 
into Isabel's face. Their little girl was now six 
years old; their boy three. And it often 
seemed to Isabel that but for them, her heart 
would have broken. There is some healing 
touch in baby fingers which softens the most 
bitter sorrow a mother or wife can know. Harry 
had never been unkind. She was spared the 
bitter memory of cruel words. But he had 
always laughed off her pleadings by telling her 
it was all liar doings* Had he known the agony 
of heart such words caused her, he might not 
have said them : although a man, under such 
circumstances is ever seeking a cause for his 
conduct. And one who coubl so far forget his 
manhood in one thing, would scarcely hesitate 
about speaking words, which he knew would 
wound. 

And how had Warren been spending all these 
yearB? He had been true to his best impulses 
and feelings ; true to his Christian principle. 
And all these years had been useful ones. His 
name through the whole city was spoken with 
admiration, not so much on account of his talents, 
other lawyers were as clever, but because of his 
uprightness in all things. No man would have 
thought of coming to him or to Arthur to pltfad 
in an unjust or unlawful cause. 
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Robert was still unmarried — a fact which 
Louise mourned over more than a little. 

" He has all the qualities necessary to make a 
good husband ; and his wife would be the 
happiest woman in the world — -except one," she 
said to Arthur one day. 

" You show the wisdom of a statesman/putting 
in that last clause, in order to keep disaffection 
out x>f your kingdom. I suppose your most loyal 
subject may take that dainty morsel to 
himself." 

Hamilton and Warren had been, for sometime 
engaged as counsel in an extensive lawsuit ; and 
it became necessary,, in behalf of their client, for 
one of them to go to England to hunt up some 
witnesses of a contested will. Hamilton pre- 
ferred not. to go unless it was best, for the 
business might detain him a number of months. 
And his hopc^e claimed him first. As Warren 
had no such ties, he thought it would be a line 
opportunity to see England. So it was decided, 
to the satisfaction of all that he Should go. 

He came one night to say gpod-bye to Arthur 
anxi Louise. . He wap tp start the next morning 
for Sew York, whe?# be would spend a few 
daija, jwxd then sail for Liverpool. 

^ Louise could n^t resist the temptation of giving 
him a parting, remonstrance. 

, u Itemem W Eobert, I expect you will bring, 
back aq '|j^Uab JRosfl? as, your wife, | ant 
gptti^g tlMWoifgyy diahftart^ned at you£ shorto 
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comings. Do you know you are thirty one years 
old and are getting grey f J 

" Yes, I am conscious of both these dreadful 
facts ? and I will do my best to satisfy you. But 
what can I do until the Tight one comes stcross 
my path ?" / 

" I expect you will meet her in the mofet ro- 
mantic manner. " 

Louise had assumed this playful manner too 
hide the real sorrow she felt at parting with him, 
even for a few months. He had been like a 
brother to them all these years, arid they felt 
they would miss him very much. ; 

Kobert's parting with Harry was painful to 
both. There were a few earnest words of en- 
couragement aud admonition from him and Harry 
promised to do all he could to break the chains 
which threatened to drag him to eternal ruin. 

But Harry had not yet felt his own weakness 
and his need of God's help. It was not very long 
after Bobertffe departure before he had again felE 
en into temptation. .Every new fttiliire deadened ; 
his sensitiveness regarding his disgrace, *fad 
brought also a loss of sel£respe6t and courage. 
His tails cariae so ofteri now that Artlnir, With all 
his chivalrous devotion, cSuld not always save 
Isabel from thfe heart-brestkmg misery of seeiiff 
him when there was little intelligent tnahftctoa 
visible in hitii. Oh! thi mystery of the power 
of thaft temptation which OHakes a iri^n forget 
everything which was <mee dearer thaii life to 
him! 
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One day the President of the Bank called upon 
judge Harriston and requested a private inter- 
view. 

"I have come in the name of the directors, 
on a painful errand— one wbi(?h lean hardly find) 
courage to communicate to you. . ipu.willkftow, 
it is something regarding your sonrin^aW, ^ r « 
McPherson. I wi*h from my hj^wt.t^t it were, 
the same message .that I had for you seven or 
eight years ago. 'J ken J. told you he had gained 
the confidence of all., But I need not tell you 
that since the change in his habits, it is all quite 
different. We have cQnficlenpe still that Mr. 
McPherson is strictly honest. But when he is 
in a condition to be haitfly conscious of Ins 
actions, we feel it is endangering the stability 
and credit of the Bank to allow him to hold his 
present responsible position. $(e cannot inspect 
the accounts properly; #nd sllpuld any irregu- 
larity occur, }t might pause ft.$erious loss to the 
Bank." " J '"" *'* ™ J^. 

Judge Harriston had been sitting with his 
head bowed upon his hands while Mr. Mont- 

f ornery had been speaking. Now he raised his 
ead and said "I am^e^fe^rateiul to you for 
the kindness an^f^wSiwT^WMiVe shown me in 
this matter. • I appieciate the truth of all you 
have been saying ; but ii he is dismissed ft om 
the Bank 1 am afraid it will break my daughter's 
heart, and send Harry to immediate ruin. — 
Could you consent to keep him, for a time at 
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least, ia his present position if I place fifty 
thousand dollars in your hands, as a surety 
against any such irregularity? Would you 
think that amount sufficient?" 

" It will be more than sufficient to satisfy me. 
1 will speak to the other Dirctors about it, and 
I am quite sure they ^rill be of the same opinion." 

u Mr. Montgomery, I- feel in a measure re* 
sponsible for Mr. McPherson's fall. It was at 
my house he first learned to take wine — just in 
a social manner. And he was often urged by 
me to do s6 when he Refused. I had always 
been accustomed to it, and could not under- 
stand how it could prove a temptation to others. 
My eyes are opened now. God teaches men by 
heart-breaking experiences softietimes, if they 
refuse to learn by gentle ways. If you have never 
seen the danger of soinetff our social customs, 
take warning from my experience." 

So Harry remained in the Bank, although no 
one but Judge Harriston and the Directors Knew 
thq cpnditions. 
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CHAPTER X 

" Commit thy way unto the Lord . Trust alio in Him. 
And He shall bring forth thy righteousness as the light 
and thy judgments as the noonday . " 

Warren went first to London to find some 
trace of the persons for whom he was meeting. 
He intended to combine business and pleasure, 
and concluded he might as well stay in London 
for a week or two just to tret a glimpse of its 
wonders. At last much to his satisfaction, he 
found that the men he wanted lived among the 
Westmoreland lakes. So about a month after 
his arrival, he started for the north of England. 

When the train was fairly beyond the London 
fog and smoke, he found that the other occu- 
pants of the railway carriage were a lady and a 
man — probably a gentleman in that individuals 
own estimation, but not in Roberts. The two were 
evidently perfect strangers to each other, but 
the man seemed inclined to make the acquain- 
tance of both the l^dy and Robert. She seem- 
ed to be very much annoyed at his advances, and 
Robert thought ste looked rather appealingly at 
him, as if she were asking to*be relieved. So^ 
rather against his own inclinations, for he saw 
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the man was intoxicated, he asked him to come 
and take a seat beside him, and he would show 
him some views of Canada. The lady gave him 
a look of grateful relief and turned again to her 
book. While Robert was explaining the pic- 
tures, he could not help now and then glancing 
at her face, and he found a strange fascination 
in it. lie could nut help smiling to himself 
when he thought how Louise would weave a lit- 
tle romance making him a true knight, deiend- 
ing a poor besieged dameeL Truly one would 
search far and wide to find a man witjh more 
heroic virtues. In days of chivalry he would 
have been a knight " without fear, and without 
reproach. " , 

JRobert was to change cars at Lichfield: and 
he found the lady gathering up her sha'wl and 
book as if she were going to;d<> so, too, Thtf 
other occupant seemed inclined to begin his an*, 
noying attentions again; so JR;bert,Tiaying-.an 
opportunity, ventured to say to her u If ,1 can 
be of any assistance to yon do not hesitate to 
command me." She thanked him cordially and 
said she would not. 

At Lichfield when the train ^topped and^ thq 
guard opened the door ; the man started to take 
ner bag, but Kobert was too quick for him. 
u This lady is under my care," he said with .deci- 
sion. The man looked quarrelsome but finally 
went 'his way, and they saw nothing- more of 
him ; but th^y learned he was an unworthy son 
of a noble house 
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" I saw enough of drunkenness in, Canada but 
it is far worse here," Robert said, as they were 
g6ing from one train to another. 

" i es, it is England's greatest curse, " she 
answered. 

Under ordinary circumstances, probably these 
two people would never have spoken to each 
other. But now the ice was broken, and they 
talked of many things.. She told him she had 
neVer travelled such a distance alone before ; 
but the illness of a friend in London had made 
it necessary for her to goto her, and now she 
was returning home. She told him it must be 
much pleasant er in America than in England for, 
a lady to travel alone, partly on account of being 
locked in thq railway carriage in England. 

Robert found that her home was at Ravens-* 
dale. Westmoreland, and that she was going to 
stay with a friend over night at Manchester ; so 
he excluded, if he could find out that it would 
not be disagreeable to her, he would stay over 
too* as their road would be the same next day. 
He 1 showed lier some of his u credentials" so that 
she would feel safe under his protection. But 
with 1 a pure-hearted woman's quick intuition, 
and sensitiveness, his face and manner were the 
bes f credentials to her. 

At Manchester, she found no one waiting foi 
her at the station as she expected ; so that 
decided Robert about staying over night. He 
saw her safely to her friend's house, and then 
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went to an hotel. Tho next morning saw them 
again on their journey, feeling by this time 
almost like ol diriends. The furtherdetails of the 
journey need not be told. They took stage a, 
short distance over the. mountains to Ravensdale, 
and how it reminded him of that other ride, 
years ago. when Harry was his own true-hearted 
manly self. ■ ; 

. At last he left her at her own; dpor with the 
promise, if he could find it convenient, at some 
future time, he would call upon- her. She gave 
him her card, and after he left her, he read 
"Helen Douglas," and he found himself repeating 
Scott's description of the " Lady of the Lake.'* 

Someway in his letter* to Arthur and Louise, 
he did not mentioij this little episode ; although 
he had given very detailed accounts of /all his 
experiences before. But strangely . enough, he 
thought ; tor the first time smce Louise had given 
him the order ; pt the u English Kose" he was 
to take back to Canada. 

Robert found aiter a time the men he had 
been in search of, and obtained the . information 
which was needed to prove his client's .claim. 
But only three months had passed, and \ he 
had six or eight months' leave of absence. 
So now he planned how he could spend the time 
remaining to the best advantage; and conclude 1 
that he would svend a little time most pleasantly 
among the hills and lakes ot Cumberland and 
Westmoreland. So we find him at Ravensdale, 
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cosily settled in a quiet English inn. From 
there he made excursions in all directions- 
going as fefr as Scotland, atid^penditrgsotne time 
in Ireland. But always coming back to head* 
quarter*, as if a magnet drew him irresistibly. 

He had called upon Helen Douglas soon af test 
his first arrival— bad been introduced teller 
father and brother, and had needled a cordial 
welcome. For his thoughtful courtesy to Helen 
had been a password for him, even through the 
reserve of an. English home. He was soon es- 
tablished on the most friendly footing withlheqa 
all. .*♦.*; 

The six months passed rapidly away, and 
Robert wrote home to ask if the time coukl b$ 
extended. Arthur answered that he could' bt 
spared three or four months longei 4 as wtetl as 
act, ind urged hhn to stay. 

So Robert felt at ease. He-found that aqiong 
all of England's attractions^ to him, die strbUgest 
one vhiB to W fotind among' the Westmoreland 
bills. He had surrertdeted at list. : And 1 now 
ItefeHhecotiid not goto Oatfadi without afefc 
ir*g Helen Douglas to go with him as his ,' TWify 
She possest&l all the qua^riegoftb^ ideal Ionian 
ha had been tfcfaking of fcofotig. 8p one irfght 
lie told 1 h£f of hfelove tod hopes, 1 and adced he* 
If ritelwduld #> hOpie With. him. "Ikjio*! 
tausfr^seett almost a stratteer to you* He s*ldi 
* Ton knew frobi th$ Wttfcrf I h*Vd thfato iroti 
Tvfcat'fcy^tii»lk' : Bttt'y<tor tteatft ticme caA 
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tell you whether I am worthy of your loye, 
whether you can trpst your llappineeft in my 
Jiands." - 

Her heart seemed to tell her. something which 
satisfied them both. , 

... "I dp uot kixow why it fa," Rpbsrt #a4d to 
Helen, " that your face Jias always seemejd like 
that of somp one I have known, before, From 
the first hour I §aw you I hav$ j^yer-beep fyl? 
to think of you *s a straagen" \ t ... .,, 

They went together ;to b$? ; fetter, \m&W, a 
few, straightforward, manly words, Robert ma*^ 
known his wishes, an d^hi^ request...* / < ,; 

" I cannot say >bat j, will K^ep sojtow : from 
her .life, for God atyne j*an do ihafc; bpt X wili 
try to make, her ljfe as joyful, as it is possible ,&* 
hum^n love and care to do* if you , ifyink , m© 
worthy of such a^fi." , / . M ; 

' " 1 camwxt gjye Hpjjr consent to jqv i#§ triage 
pn til you knqw mj rustojry," 1^, father ^Wjesed* 
5/ Helpn herself only knows it in vjftt* £ woitfd 
spare, you bptb the humiliation of lieariqg \% but 
i| would not fee right. Ah J how jt bo^p u*y 
heady* grief to tljink o£#ay .past Kypr^sp§flte 
were vpry bright, but 1 -ruined $jei$ hyi 4^8*" 
tipn- An4iumy.4T^^Ap^y^PWu r qigbtiI 

intp,% rivey flfi^ .Jt9fo-tyfy»iifo #y k *H»s; 

w^^t§ wM $$m*ffl 8k>9v<&» mil** 

mercy, 
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had not allowed me to rush unprepared into 
Eternity. 

" I told them on the vessel that my wife was 
dead> and they thought that grief had driven me 
mad. We were very kindly eared for by all on 
board, We went to Australia* where for a time, 
I worked with the convicts — a self-inflicted 
punishment ; bnt I knew it was what I deserved. 
But ¥t last God's pefice flowed into piy heart, *nd 
I knew that, in Christ, I was forgiven. We 
stayed in Australia, until you were ten yeara 
old f and I made enough money to allow us to 
live in comfort I adopted your little playmate : 
his father, and mother had died ; and I hoped, in 
return, some one would take pity on my own 
;boy, whose father had so cruelly deserted him. 
.At the eud of the ten years, we came here, and 
have lived here ever since. I made what in- 
quiries I dared about my boy ; but could hear 
nothing of him. And so I thought h$ might be 
dead. 

" Mr. Warren, if your love for Heleii is strong 
enough to overlook all this ; I give her, happiness 
freely into your keeping. £ he has been my 
guardian angel, and lite will b« very desolate 
without her ; but I cannot be selfish enough to 
keep her from such happiness." 

Helen had teen so intently watching her 
father's face that ehe had not noticed Ijiotcrt. 
The. echoes ot almost iorgotlen words were 
lingering in his mind, and how strangely like 
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they were to this story. As Mr. Douglas paused 
he said, with great earnestness : " I implore yon, 
Mr. Douglas, tell me where yon lived, and what 
was your name ? I asstire you I do not ask from 
idle curiosity." 

Mr. Douglas looked at Robert in astonish- 
ment, as he answered, " In Quebec, and my 
name is Arthur Hamilton." They thought then 
that Robert had gone crazy. He caught Helen 
to his heart as he exclaimed " Oh, thank 
God! Thank God! Mr. Douglas, you did 
not kill your wife, she lived ten years after 
that. And your son has been for long yeai* 
my dearest, my most honoured friend. I 
heard his story from his own lips years ago. 
How little did I imagine it was for this I 
catoe to England. Surely God Works in 
strange' ways. 

if r. Douglas turned so deadly pale while 
Robert was speaking that they hastened to get 
him a glass of water. As he recovered he said, 
"Mr. vfarr^n are yotT beside yottrifelf? You 
furely Would tiot say this without soine foundation 
.ftjrit." 

•• No, Mf. Douglafe, I know perfectly Well What 
I aito Ay tag." And then he told them all that 
Arthur had told him— and told of the friendship 
which had been such' a safe-guard and blessing to 
thetn both. u I liave always thought Ara&ar 
#4miltari r thfe noWeBt man I eve* kiew. ' r To 
thirikthfctwe&aUbe brotha*!"' " : 
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. " Mr. Douglas you will surelv go home with 
us*" 

" Do you think he will ever be able to forgive 
me the cruel wrong I did him)" this father 
asked. 

" He never spoke of you with any bitterness. 
There will be nothing but the most intense joy 
in his heart." 

Mr. Douglas bowed his head in fervent 
thanksgiving to God for his loving kindness in 
lifting this terrible weight from his heart. 

Robert showed them pictures of Arthur, 
Louise and their two little children. And 
with what strange feeiings Mr. Hamilton look- 
ed upon the features of his son. Helen had 
hardly spoken through all this scene. She 
seemed almost bewildered by her father's words. 
But now with what loving eyes she looked at 
the brother, of whose .existence she had never 
known. 

Robert and Helen sat with hands clasped and 
he told them gently all he knew of Arthur's 
mother, of her sweetness and dignity, and of her 
peaceful death. 

" 1 know now what made your face such a 
study to me from the first," he said to Helen. 
" It is your resemblance to your mother." 

u Yes, she is very like her mother, as she was 
in her days of happiness. If I could only atk 
her forgiveness tor all the sorrow I caused 
her." 
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li Perhaps she has known it all, dear father. 
Think now of the glorious hope of meeting her 
in Heaven." 

There was much to tell on both sides, Mid 
these three, all unconscious of the flight of time, 
talked until dawn began to brighten the east. 
Mr. Hamilton telt that for him the day had 
dawned, after his long ni^ht of self-condemnation 
and sorrow. 
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CHAPTER XL 

" So live that when the mighty caravan 
Which halts one night-time in the vale of death, 
Shall strike its white tents for the morning march, 
Thou shall mount upward to the eternal hills. 
Thy foot unwearied, and thy strength renewed, 
Like the strong eagle's for the upward flight." 

It was decided that Robert and Helen should 
be married in about two months ; and then they, 
with Mr. Hamilton, start for Canada soon after. 

"We have waited for each other so many 
years, and I came so far to find yon : we can 
afford to hurry a little now," Robert said. 

And as both Helen and her father were impa- 
tient to see Arthur, he met with little opposition. 
Mr. Hamilton's adopted son was well established 
in business, and decided for the time to remain 
in England! 

Robert only wrote to Arthur and Louise that 
he would bring his wife home with him. He 
did not tell of the strange discovery he had 
made. "You have always been like brother 
and sister to me," he wrote " and I ask that you 
will welcome my wile as a tuter. You will find 
she well deserves such a welcome. Talk of 
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English roses, Louise 1 wait until yon see mine. 
You will be glad 1 waited." 

So two months later Robert and Helen stood 
together in the ivy-covered village Church, and 
spoke the solemn promises, which made them 
husband and wife: They went for a few days 
to Grasmere, to the spot, which had been 
Wordswoith** home lor so many years. And 
they thought, with a mind so sensitive to the 
finest influences of nature, he could not have 
wanted inspiration. 

His own happiness, and a thought of the joy 
in store for his friend," Md made a wonderful 
ehange m Robert. He had been a quiet, dignified 
man — cheerful and affable always; but now his 
overflowing joyfulness was suggestive of Harry 
McPherson in his best days. 

At last they said good-bye to England; and it 
was with mingled feelings ot pain and 
happiness that Helen and Mr. Hamilton «aw 
the shores of America. They came home 
by way of New York, fdr Mr. Hamilton felt 
it would recall the past too painfully to laad at 
Quebec. 

Arthur and Louifee were in a state of the 
greatest exciteu&ent, as the time drew near that 
they might expect Robert and his wife. Louise 
wandered about the house, putting a few finishing 
touches to Wlrat seemed perfect before. It was 
one of thodet>eautifur eool day 6 in Oetober, when 
Canadian foliage blushes because of its own 



y Google 



,WQCtUU ■ HEBOIS*. W 

beafcty* » Louise aad Arthur were gtadtohfeve 
Helen see her new country at its best* 

They had a bright, eheerful fire burning in the 
grate to give the crowning touch of home* 

They ielt as if they really were going to wel- 
come a sister, for Robert had long been like a 
brother to them. both. 

Robert had decided that it would be* Jbest to 
have Mr, Hamilton go to an Hotel first; and 
then Helen and he would drive to Arthur's. 
He feared otherwise the excitement would be too 
great for them all. 

So at last they reached the house, and Helen 
received a welcome as heartfelt and sincere, as 
even her husband could wish. Louise wondered 
why her English cousin trembled so when Arthur 
iisBed her, but thought it naust be her timidity 
at meeting strangers. She might have wondered, 
to, at the suppressed excitement, which showed 
itself in Robert's face and manner. 

After they had removed their wrawings, 
Robert paid u Arthur, perhaps you and Louise 
have wondered a little that I have *aid so iKttle 
about *ny wife. I reserved it all until now. 
i Arthur, Jook at her, decs she not remind you of 
some one you have known and loved*?" ■ 

Atfthuj? had been looking at her almost all the 
time *ince she had entered the room. He was 
ipjpresfcsd with ft, stvange fomili wit v about .her, 
,tto ^amct^at hsd HMtr^osm^ B6b6tt at 

first, *.tfji;<»/ 
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Robert hastened on, for the paling cheek of 
his wife warned him that the excitement was 
too intense. " 1 fonnd my wife in England, but, 
Arthur, she was born in Canada — in Quebec: she 
had a brother five years older than herself; he 
has long believed her dead. Her name was Helen 
— Helen Hamilton ! Arthur, Louise, did I not 
ask a sister's welcome for my wife ?" 

Arthur had listened to Robert's rapid, joyous 
words as one in a dream. Now the strong re- 
semblance to his mother flashed like lightning 
across his mind, and in an instant his long-lost 
sister was clasped in his arms— only for an 
instant did he hold her there, before his arms 
opened to take into their embrace his wife 
also. She had been his comfort — his blessing 
in his loneliness; now they were one in their 

joy- 
When Arthur could find words he said, falter- 

ingly, as though he feared to ask, " And our 

Father, did he live long enough to seek and find 

God's forgiveness? What a comfort it would 

be to know that if" 

And Helen answered " ves Arthur he did," 
and then die looked appealingly to Robert, as 
though she wished him to tell the rest. 

" Arthur can you bear more joy 1 for there is 
yet more in store for you. Your father still 
lives— he is here in Toronto. H e long ago found 
God's forgiveness, and is waiting now to find 
yours." --ii- 
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The meeting between Arthur and his father 
was too sacred for description. Robert went 
with him to the hotel, but he felt that the 
meeting would be too touching and solemn for 
any one to witness; so he left them to them- 
selves. 

It would be hard to tell which one, of all the 
group gathered in Arthur's home that night, was 
the nappiest. Mr. Hamilton had not believed 
he could ever know so much joy again- on earth. 
Surely God does not reward us according to our 
iniquities. 

There was a strong resemblance between 
Arthur and his sister — the same clear, dark eye, 
the same quiet dignity of manner. Helen 
noticed with great delight the love which existed 
between her brother and her husband. During 
the evening Helen and Robert found themselves 
alone for a few moments, and she said playfnlly 
" I am glad you asked me to be your wife before 
you knew 1 was Arthur's sister, or I should 
always believe you wanted me to marry you just 
because of that relationship." 

"If such a thing were possible, my own 
beloved, I believe I would think more of you 
because you are like him." 

And was their nothing to cloud their joy t 
Yes ; not for themselves, but for those very dear 
to them. Robert had asked about II any; and 
learned there was no change for the better, btot 
ratherfor the wwse* ^ ^ i - 3 -h? 
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" We must all "work still harder for his re- 
formation, and never grow weary in our prayers 
until his home is as bright with God's smile as 
ours are," Robert said. 

The " ^orld" knew that Arthur had found his 
father and sister ; but the world never know how 
he had lost them. 

Isabel's trouble had developed all the strength 
of her character. The iaith of Arthur and Louise 
and all of them, that Harry would sometime be 
brought back from his fearful wanderings, kept 
faith from dying out of her own heart. 

Mr. Hamilton heard of flarry from them all ; 
and from the first, these two seemed strangely 
attracted towards each other. At length Mr. 
Hamilton said to Arthur "lam going to tell 
Harry all of my sad story. Perhaps a picture of 
my lite — its miserable failures — the trouble and 
Want 1 brought upon my wife and children ; — 
and then the forgiveness and peace which God 
has given me may havo some effect." 

Que night Harry was perfectly sober, a rare 
occurrence lately. Mr. Hamilton was with him 
in his library, and he h*d been reading something 

: froiix Kuskjn. 4-s Mr. Hamilton came to the 
passage: "He who' has once stood beside the 

• gtfave to look back qpou the companionship 
which has been forever closed, ieeHng how 

; impotent : thtsfi % e are the ; wild Jove, jor tke keen. 
AOnrow, to give one iwtaat's pleasure to the 
pulseless heart, or atone iq< &» . l#weprt n^wpe 
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to the departed 'spirit for theholirof unkindness; 
will scarcely for the fiiture incur that debt to the- 
heart, which can only be discharged to the 
dust — ." His voice faltered and broke. He 
was thinking of his wife, and her bitter years of 
sorrow and want. 

"May 1 tell you my story, Mr. McPherson?" 
he asked, after a little. " There seems a sort of 
parallel between our lives, as far as yours has 
gone. Perhaps my failures may prove a beacon 
light to warn you from the rocks that made 
shipwreck of* my happiness." - 

And then he told the story, going into the very 
depths of its blackness and despair — its wretch- 
edness and sin. Hftrry listened wiih paling 
cheek. Mr. Hamilton did not spare himself, 
He wanted Harry to feel all the dreadful 
possibilities for wickedness there are in a heart 
which has drifted away from God on the stormy 
sea of temptation and sin. Then he told him 
why he had opened these old wounds. 

" They tell me your wife is so different, 
that the joyousness has gone out of her life, 
when she used to be as joyous as a • bird ; and 
yet she is so patient and uncomplaining. Harry, 
you do not know what you might do to her and 
your children, when you are erazy with alcohol. 
For all these long years, I have believed I ivas a 
mui«derer ; I did, murder my wife's happiness, 
her joy and hope, and of what value is life when 
they are gener* Long and earnestly l did -Mr. 
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Hamilton plead with him. And at last, for the 
first time in all these dark years, Harry realized 
the terrible gulf, over which he was standing ; 
and believed that God alone could hold him back 
from certain destruction. 

He stood up, and with something of the old 
hope and enthusiasm kindling his eye, he said, 
*' Mr. Hamilton, I believe all of your prayers 
have been answered. I know now my need of 
God and His willingness to help me. I solemnly 

{promise that this shall be a turning point in my 
ife. I shudder now to think where 1 might have 
been, but for their prayers, their faithful ad- 
monitions. And what would have become of 
my wile and children had we been poor, and had 
not Judge Harriston cared for them. I learn- 
ed to-day that but for his intercession, I should 
have been discharged from the Bank more 
than a year ago. That is why I came home 
sober to-night, and why I am in a condition to 
listen to you. Oh ! that I may have strength 
to keep my resolutions." And he added 
solemnly, " The Lord is my strength, in Hun 
will I trust." 

Isabel had been in her own room all the 
evening, watching by the children, who were 
recovering from a severe illness. As Harry 
entered her room that night he saw with clearer 
eyes than ever before, the great change in her. 
And how all the heart and manhood in him were 
shamed that so often her love had been so treated. 
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"Isabel, my darling wife, can you forgivfe the 
past, and believe that to-night I have broken the 
chains which have so long bound me i And 
with God's help,I will try to be worthy of your love 
again." . He spoke with such earnestness, and 
there was such a resolute look in hi3 eyes, it 
seemed as if the Harry she had first loved had 
been on a long iourncy and had come back 
to her — that at last tne heavy clouds were 
breaking. 

And were there no struggles — no failures? 
Sometimes in spite of all their watchfulness — all 
their loving help and encouragement — it seemed 
as if the struggle were teo much for him, and he 
must go back to the old habits. But with every 
victory came new strength, until at last the 
temptation had lost its hold on him. The joy 
and peace came back to his home; but there 
was never the same unclouded joyousness. Alas, 
sin leaves its scars. There was the memory of 
those wasted years, which God had forgiven ; 
but Harry could never forget. His vigilance 
never relaxed : he had leai ned his own weakness. 

And now from these Christian homes went 
forth an influence, which was felt "By all who 
came within its reach. God recognized and 
honoured their faithfiilness to Him. 

Oh ye Christians! think of the thousands who 
are going downward by many paths, with no 
loving hand to point thetn to the Divine helper : 
no voice to plead with Him for their salvation ! 
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Ah! if each one could believe that, *' Let the 
world go how it will,, and be victorious, or not 
victorious, he has a Lite of his own to live. One 
Life, a little gleam of Time between two Eterni- 
ties : no second chance to usforevtrmore" 
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A PRIZE TEMPERANCE STORY. 



FE4.IX MAX. 



'Even the Gods themselYes cannot annihilate the action 
that is done."— Pindar. 



TORONTO: 

T. MOOBK, BOOK AND JOB PUNTER, 8 T«A n TEtt LANK. 
1878. 
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CHAPTER I. 



"For there are sorrow* where of necessity the soul 
must be its own support" — Schiller' $ WallemUin. 

Just within the threshold of a wide French 
window, a young girl was standing. Over the 
not far distant lawn were scnttered many groups 
of brilliantly dressed people. She was not looking 
at them, however, tut at the clouds beyond, 
which shifting and changing every moinent, 
^fere drifting over the sky as over a shoreltss 
ae4. Yet her mind did not seem to be grasping 
their beauty, for there was a look of perplexity 
and trouble inner eyes, very ' different indeed 
from that earnes^, voluntary glance wiiich denoted 
conscious admiration. 

A gentleman sitting where he could se6 h&t 
face did not long allow her reverie to be uninter- 
rupted: " What made you get up frotti that 
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comfortable seat, Miss Eleanor? You really 
think we should not stay here any longer ? Now 
I do not believe there is any place in the world 
you would like better. Confess that I am right." 

" It is fortunate for you that Flo is not here 
to scold you format egotistic speech, . Mr. Stuart. 
Indeed there* ata mfcliy ptaoOB *L prefix to this, 
one of which is the* croquet ground. You know 
Flo has arranged a game for us and people 
are probably gossiping about our being away so 
long " A faint flush crossed the speaker's face, 
and a half-mischievous smile for a moment drove 
away the troubled, perplexed look there. 

u And so in obedience to social tyranny we 
must go. Biit can't you relievte my suspense 
and give me your answer now? Say just one 
word." 

" I cannot Mr. Stuart. I have asked you to 
wait till to-morrow. . . .You don*t want me< lb the 
first moment of bewilderment, to decide thought- 
lessly, perhaps make a great mistake ¥ 9 

His cheek flushed : u Your idea of the motive 
for my haste should be different from that. I 
have given you my heart without reserve, ai^d"^- 

Eleanor turned with a quick, Impul. ire move- 
ment, and put her h^nd on nis arm. He grasped 
it eagerly. u I haver fkith in ybu to believe tfiat, 
snd I want to be just as faithful. But there fe J 
something else I wiant to speak about for ouq 
foment before we goj and we ttijiBt go very 
soon, for see! there Is Flo 'starting towards the 
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house. I know she is iu search of us Mr. 

Stuart will you at the party to-night. for ray 
eakedo all you can to keep Edward irom taking 
wine ? Many times I've wanted to ask this of you, 
but for some reason I never have. This is ray first 
reauest. I have always thought that you could 
influence him if you only would." 

She btopped short when she saw Mr. Stuart's 
face. He was looking up at her with a smile in his 
eyes and thinking : " What a dear little puritan 
phe is, so earnest over her pet theories.' Aloud 
he said : " Eleanor, it won't hurt him. Po let the 
poor fellow have a little peace. If you are all 
the time lecturing him, he'll get worse. Wild 
oats must be sown. This is but one of the in- 
evitable conditions of our existence here." 

" You do not know what he is alieady. The 
harvest will come only too soon." 

She turned back to the window again to hide 
the mist in her eyes. 

If her companion could have realized that she 
was speaking of a great shadow in her life, getting 
every day heavier and more dark ; that she was 
influenced by no ideal prejudice, as he supposed, 
lie might have shown more earnest sympathy. 
As it was he only said coldly : u If you wish it I 
ca^i tell him not to touch anything to-night, 
though I think it would be useless unless 1 ab- 
stained myself, and that would be all nonsense. 
I am not such a fool (I beg your pardon, Eleanor) 
fua to have a mere glass of port or sherry ftffept 



y Google 



6 JBBOEEN BOKD8. 

me unfavourably to my position as a gentleman, 
but if it does your brother he haa certainly 
better let the thing alone. You would, however, 
more quickiy accomplish your praiseworthy 
object by asking Mrs. Harland to banish wine 
from the supper table. That is the root ot the 
evil of social drinking. Mr. Dale, her prospective 
son-in-law might go home, nnder such fortunate 
circumstances, a little less under the weather." 

Eleanor was surprised at Mr. Stuart's sarcas- 
tic tone, but was prevented from replying by a 
person coming up behind them and a merry 
voice saying abruptly : " Oh, you naughty chil- 
dren I What have you been doing here so long! 
We have got so tired waiting. Kussell, please 
go. and tell Mr. Dale that Miss Osborne and I 
will join you immediately for our game — the rest 
of the company are all nicely settled. We have 
twenty sets. . . .Now, Eleanor! what is the matter? 
You have been gazing at those clouds so long 
that you stand and look at me as if you didn't 
hear a word I said. I trust the clouds feel no 
less slighted than I. Wake up and tell me 
where your thoughts are. I don't believe you're 
enjoying yourself. I left you too long to the 
tender graces of that heartless cousin of mine." ■ 

Eleanor laughed : " Ton musn't judge ofea* 
joyment by words," she said. " ton haVSift 
given me a chance to speak since I came. ** 
words come like avalanches crushing my 
to pieces.- There! wait one moment for 
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sty this. I have decided to be at the party 
to-night But X want i to go home first, bo as to 
eorae with Edward." 

41 Oh I Nell* I knew yon would take pity on 
us forlorn mortals; I am so glad, and you shall 
as a reward have the carriage after we finish thfit 
important game. The result will be metaphori- 
cal, remember. But tell me what did Russell 
say to you ? Were you thinking of him when I 
came in ? Your face was long enough to reach"- 

"Oh you inevitable exaggerator 1 I acknow- 
ledge, however, that my face might be shortened 
with advantage. What shall I do?" 

44 Select sprightly subjects for thoughts." 
. " It is a metaphysical axiom that people cannot 
always select their own thoughts. They con*e 
into the mind unbidden, and are often most un- 
welcome." 

Flo's quick, eye saw the shadowy change on 
her friend's face and she said in a far different 
tone : " Something troubles you, I know, and I 
shall want to be told about it sometime. I hope 
that cousin of mine hasn't annoyed you by some 
of his perverse notions about things. By the 
way I told him we would be there right pfl^ — 6ee 
he is waving his handkerchief now, as if in im- 
patience. Oh Nell! he can't bear to be away 
more th$n five minutes from your side." 

The color on Eleanor's cheeks deepened at 
this appendix to Flo's speech, but she answered 
nothing iK) theJbal£-&iucerc, half lightsome raillery. 
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At least one perron out of 'the four did not 
enjoy the game which followed. Usually Belf- 
forgetful and appreciative ot efforts made for her 
amusement, it was a new phenomenon for Eleanor 
to be so silent, evidently occupied with her own 
thonghtB to the exclusion of other interests. In 
feet there was this atternoon a weight on her 
heart which her utmost strength of will could 
not shake off. 

By means of that subtle magnetism which en- 
velopes some people like an atmosphere, Mr. 
Stuart's mind caught the hue of hers, and while 
wondering what was troubling her, he found it 
impossible to play with his accustomed ftkill. 
His opponents were unusually vindictive. Flo 
seeming to have an especial aversion to his un- 
fortunate ball, while she overwhelmed him with 
volleys of verbal artillery, which were no less 
trying to his gentlemanly nerves. 

It was not strange that he loved Eleanor Os- 
borne* She was not handsome certainly. Her 
features were neither clear cut nor regular ; and 
yet fine thoughts and feelings had left an ex- 
pression on her face which could not fail to 
charm : 

" A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet." 

It was impossible to find out her fine nature 
all at once, and Mr. Stuart had not the keenness 
of perception to see much further than the si*r- 
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face. He had caught few glimpses of the inner" 
sanctuary. But that he loved as he did was all 
evidence of accurate judgment^ and not wholly 
inadequate spiritual insight 

It was not unpleasant to see her hesitate about 
accepting Ms offered love. Perhaps there 
could have- been found satisfactory reasons for < 
his vanity, perhaps noL_ Anyway lie did not 
doubt that the answer of to-morrow would be : 
" Mr. Stttart I will be your wife." Meanwhile 
he was content to Wait, and to anticipate happi- 
ness. He suspected that she was keeping aim 
in suspense in order to test his lo ve,and he thought 
with pride, 4i I will stand the test and she will 
be compelled to confess that she is faithful and 
she laves me^" 

He did not dream that she was testing his 
principles. 



j , j i 



y Google 



10 BHOfcEK &m*. 



CHAPTER II. 

4i Would that ye could know self-mastery, 
• Better than that I cannot wish yon."— Sophockf Ajdx. 

In the office of " Kinglake, Dale and Osborne, 
Barristers, Attorneys-at-law," Edward Osborne 
was alone. Mr. Dale had early departed ibr the 
croquet party at Miss Harland's, and Mr. King- 
lake was absent from town. All the afternoon 
the " great orb of day" had been pouring its 
beams untiringly through the narrow panes of 
the windows, until every speck of dust' on desks 
and chairs was painfully vipible. It was burying 
itself in golden clouds in the west just as^dwsrd 
closed the large book he was reading and pre- 
pared for departure. 

" Whew ! It's hot here," he said to himself 
as he looked around the close, dusty room. " I 
believe on my way home I'll stop and get some- 
thing cool and r^frpaitf ng. Vxe put in a better 
day's work than Idid yesterday. Nell wiUbe 

? leased. Oh ! that reminds mejof my promise, 
came near forgetting. Pshaw ! I aon't think 
one glass would hurt me, and I am so thirsty 
someway ; but then I promised Eleanor I would 
not taste a drop to-day, and it would never do 
for her not to trust me again." 
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His sister might have been a little less dis- 
consolate could she have seen the restraining 
force of her earnest words. 

He pat on his hat, and was arranging some 
papers in his desk, when a showily dressed man 
passed the window, saw him and entered the 
office. He shook Edward's hand warmly. u I'm 
glad to see you've recovered from the severe ill- 
ness which afflicted you so grievously. We were 
very much concerned about you. Ha, ha I 
Davenport went up to your house yesterday and 
the person who opened the door saidyou were 
slightly better. Great fun that ! We had a 
good laugh over it afterwards." 

Edward smiled, though he blushed hotly. 
The other went on: "Are you most through 
your work) I've bought that horse at last. By 
jove (he's a grand one ; and I came to invite you 
to take a drive out to Weston. We'll get back 
about ten o'clock, and then we'll meet Davenport 
and have some fun," 

" Thank you, Patterson, but I positively can't. 
I must be home to tea to-night for I am going 
out with my sister. But does thei horse go well)" 

" Just like the wind." 

" 1 hope he is a little more visible and not 
quits so airy." 

u Oh 1 of course, though he is fleet," returned 
the matter-of-fact Patterson. " But Osborne you 
can drive through the park just to try him, and 
Ill.take you home by tea-time/' \ 
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It required a little resolution and coutage still 
to say u no" to this entreaty, and Edward hesi- 
tated. He had said to Eleanor he would be 
home to tea, not before, pnd there could be no 
harm in just driving through the park. But 
then he was conscious of his . want of strength, 
and dimly suspected taat once in the carriage, 
driving after a high spirited horse, with a lively 
companion by his side he might at It-st be 
induced to break his promise Then in fancy he 
saw his sister's sad reproachful face, and heard 
again her passionate request, 'lliat verv moment 
his thoughts took shape in words : " .No, Patter- 
son, I really cannot go. And yet, no — yes I 
will to-morrow, if Dale is at his post, here. 

That settled the matter, so with a few mote 
words the younv men neparated. It was already 
six o'clock and fearful he would be late Edward 
walked up Bunton street at a brisk rate, reaching 
the gate of his home just as Mrs. IlarlandV car* 
riage drove up with Eleanor. He opened the 
door and gave her his hand. As 6lie looked 
up and saw he was perfectly himself, her whole 
face lit np with joy : " Oh Teddie, you're a real 
good boy !" 

Such praise was worth much* to him. 

If we had been there in that home we would 
surely have considered Eleanor the sunshine and 
light of it. Her refined and cultured taste wa* 
perceptible every where— in the disposal of the 
furniture and pictures, the flpwecs in the several . 
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rooms, the 1 boots scattered around, Mrs. Os- 
borne was naturally neitbei* cheerfnl nor demon- 
strative, and since the death of her husband 
every thought and feeling seemed influenced by 
a great absorbing grief. She was indeed a care- 
worn woman, troubled about many things.; 
a face out of which seldom flashed joy ; more 
restless ptruggling in the heart than reliant 
trust. The power of a mother's influence is in- 
calculable. The atmosphere is buoyant or de- 
pressed, in harmony with every phase of her 
thought and feeling, and Eleanor always tried to 
lighten the home phadows by appearing ioyous 
herself, even in spite of conditions directly op- 
posed to the cultivation of joy. 

After tea she was sewing something for Edward 
when Minnie came and sat down by hfir and 
watched her awhile in silence. She looked up 
at the earnest little face but waited for her to 
©peak. " Do you love to do that f' was asked 
finally. 

!' No I don't think I really do." 

" What d^ you do it for then ?" 

" Because 1 want to I suppose." 

Minnie laughed at the paradox, but said 
soberly. u I wish we needn't ever do things we 
didn't like." 

♦* What is it now darling?" 

" Oh ! 1 hate to tell you when you're always 
doing things for him ; "but Teddie wants me to 
do things for him, an4 Jeniue Greene says boys 
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ought to wait ou gi* 1b . and I afcid Fd: ask you 
about it for you'd know. I think Teddie ought 
to help himself, so there !" 

Eleanor with difficulty repressed a laugh over 
this curious speech, aqd asked gently, " Do 
you really think Teddie is unreasonable?" 

" I don't know, only I can't stand it. When be 

Sot home he wantea me to go down to the 
owerman's for him. I said Aleck could 
go. Now he himself isn't too tired to go to a 
party, but I ache so I wouldn't go if I had a 
chance." 

Eleanor put down her work and administered 
a little sisterly counsel : " I think Minnie, that 
sisters should make home just as pleasant as 
possible for their brothers, and they cannot do 
this unless they give up a little of their own 
pleasure and comfort. Life is made beautiful 
and happy by these little services. Tou and I 
must work very hard so that Edward may have 
no excuse for seeking elsewhere whfct he can get 
at home. We do not know from what we £an 
keep him — keep him from being what so many 
brothers are. W ill you try ?" 

Minnie did not fail to see the tremble of 
Eleanor's lips, and she exclaimed impulsively : 
" Indeed I will try. I'll be as nice as sugar to 
him forever and ever. But here he comes !" 
" What's that about being as nice as sugar ; do 

5ou mean that Nell is ?" asked Edward sitting 
own, 
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" No I was talking about my trials with Aleck, 
and I said I'd heap coals of nre, etc," answered 
Minnie, demurely. 

u Look out you don't singe him. It wouldn't 
be the first time. A glance of thine eye is enough 
to set me on fire. It's time the boy was back." 

" Where has he gone ?" 

" I ordered some white rosea for you on my 
way down this morning, and did not have time 
to call for them, so he went for me." 

" Oh Eleanor, you'll look so lovely wheti you're 
dressed with roses in your hair !" The little 
girl's eyes danced. 

" I wouldn't wonder if somebody else would 
think so too," said Edward mischievously. 

" Who ? Tell me, do ! Ah ! I know,- Mr. 
Stnart. Say, Eleanor, are you going to marry 
him, really and truly ?" asked Minnie, rashly. 
" Jennie Greene said everybody said you were." 

" She doesn't know, Min. Would you advise 
Nell toT 

'* I'd marry a man I choioed very much." 

"That's very philosophical, Eleanor. You 
had better act on the suggestion," laughed 
Edward as he rose. 
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CHAPTER m. 

"I will call him a true great man ;- great in intellect, 
•in courage, affection and integrity."— GMyU?* H*roc*. . 

It w*8 half-past eight when Eleanor and Ed- 
ward walked; up tfce atone steps of Mr. Harland's 
elegant residence. The halls and parlors. were 
one blaze of brilliancy, and the house being 
shielded from the street by thickly-growing elm 
.trees, the windows were open, and the busy hum 
of many voices announced to them that the party 
had already begun, 

Flo was standing near Mrs. Harland, and said 
to Eleanor as she returned her greeting : - 4 Nell 
where is that cousin of mine? He insisted on 
being excused from my strawberry tea-paity, in 
order to go home and escort his venerable 
mother hither. I wanted him to help entertain 
the young people before their elders came. He 
said he would come back early anyway to ar- 
range the music. Has he made his appearance 
yet?" 

Eleanor smiled as she answered: "I have 
not had the pleasure of seeing him since our 
disastrous game closed." 
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"Oh! wasn't it a fuiiny game? You and 
that heartless cou-itf of tairie are not suitable for 
partners. I was wishing, Nell," Flo lowered, 
her voice to a whisper, " that if you are ever 
partners for life you will not be knocked around 
the world as roughly as your balls wore this 
afternoon. " 

Eleanor's face flushed but 6he laughed at the 
rougish twinkle in ber friend's eyes: u Your 
metaphorical application of our ill fortune is not 
legitimate if we are not suitable for partners." 

44 Oh ! we need not take our game of croquet 
as symbolic in all its minor details of the game 
of lile. A sunshiny lot for me woold then be 
prophesied and' I expect to be just as miserable, 
afe abject and unhappy as* Jou. ,J 

Several young gentlemen appeared at this 
stage of the conversation and made it more 
getieral. 1 

Eleanor was in one of those quiet moods which 
usually oppressed her wheta feeling anxious and 
troubled, so tfiter striving awhile %o> keep up a 
skirmish of small talk and repartee 1 with them, 
she grew tired of it all, and watching her oppoiv 
ttftiity, she slipped away into a' littfe* sheltered 
nook behind a wmdow where'she could giverftitf 
attention to her own puzzled thoughts. 

The extensive dbtwing-room, tilling rapidly, 
stretched like a panorama before hefc lb had 
always been one :j of her : fhvourite* diversions, 
watching people, analysing the expression of 
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their faces in order to guess the motives which 
role their habitual action. But to-night she was 

{"nst tired enough to passively look fit thie bril- 
iant, restless throng, until her attention became 
concentrated on the face and figure of a gentle- 
man standing near talkinjg to Mr. Harland. The 
tone of his rich, clear voice every now and then 
reached her, although the distance prevented her 
guessing the subject in which he seemed to be so 
earnestly interested. His fine black hair was 
tossed back from a broad, intellectual forehead. 
The eve was bright and penetrating, though capa- 
ble of expressing great tenderness. The heavy 
moustache did not completely hide the fine out- 
line of the mouth. It was firm and decided ; 
but the upward turn of the comers indicate^ a 
tendency, when occasion offered, to break intQ a 
smile. In fact, intelligence, decision apd gentle- 
ness were most harmoniously combined in the 
whole expression of the face* 
; Eleanor's quick intuition told her that with her 
aspirations stud thoughts he would have much 
sympathy— an opinion which never afterwards 
was changed. 

After Mr. Harland had left him he remained 
in the same place looking at the people, his tall, 
slender figure leaning against a pillar. But soon 
he moved nearer JueanorV retreat in orcjflrjto 
examine a large stand of flowers, a«d noticed her 
afirntiny, for he ,hed lqqkedoup foefpre she fad 
thought to awrt her eyes, He slightly flcdiled 
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at sight of the fresh, girlish face, so unlike 
many he had seen that evening, and at the inde- 
pendent way she turned her head towards Flo 
who just then bustled up in her. usual impe- 
tuous manner : " Now Eleanor, why , do you 
hide yourself, whetL we want you to grace our 
party ? So many people (young gentlemen 
mostly, Miss Osborne) have come up to me and 
said, — * why where is your friend?' and I have had 
to inform them with a woe stricken heart, that 
the fates or furies conveyed jou just an hour ago 
to a place unknown. I positively had to look 
through an opera-glass before I could discover 
you. Just think ! that heartless, deceptive 
cousin of mine has not yet come. It is nearly 
ten 6'clock and we have had so little music, and 
it*B too warm to dance. Now Eleanor, tell me 
what has. troubled you all day. I'll sit down on 
this sofa, and we will draw the curtains around so 
no one can see us. How refreshing the dim light 
is, as refreshing as the words of a true, sincere 
fHend after bemg surfeited with flattery." The 
merry tone of the voice had changed, and with 
a little squeeze of Eleanor's hand she sat down. 

** Are you sure you can be spared from every- 
thing?" 

"Yes, quite sure. The young people are 
scattered around on the verandah, and in the 
reception rooms, and will never miss me for ^bout 
fifteen minuses. By that time Russell may arrive. 
Your brother Udward is the centre of a group of 
7 
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ladies entertaining them beautifully. He is the 
very personification of agreeableness. Did you 
know you ought to be proud of him ?" 

Instead of answering Eleanor sighed bitterly. 

" Eleanor, tell me what makes you unhappy ? 
Perhaps I could help you." The warm-hearted 
girl's voice trembled. u You do wrong to be so 
reserved with me. We could understand each 
other better if we could sympathize in our anxie- 
ties and cares as well as joys. Our friendship 
will be wanting in one of its most beautiful 
services if we thus fail to get comfort and sym- 
pathy from each other." 

" Flo ! you musn't think I am reserved, be- 
cause I do not trust you. My only motive in 
not telling you before has been that I didn't wish 
to trouble yon for nothing. My darling, your 
sympathy is indeed precious to me." 

Tne young ladies were completely shielded by 
the heavy damask curtains and did not heed the 
noise and bustle outside. 

Eleanor went on in a quick, nervous way: u For 
a year past, Flo, Edward has been in the habit 
of drinking, and has often come home intoxicated, 
but it was not until night before last that he was 
brought home by two dissipated looking men. I 
can't tell you how I felt, — it was so hard to see 
mothers tears, and hear her talk so hopelessly. 
The whole scene haunts me yet. It has seemed 
that I could not have it so. Edward was unable 
to leave home yesterday. One of those odious 
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men called to see how he was. Oh ! I didn't 
know he chose such men for companions. He 
surely would not in his reasonable moments. I 
have kept everything from the children, but I'm 
sure Min wondered why he talked and acted so 
strangely. If this goes on we will have to tell 
her the cause. This morning I got Edward to 

Sromise not to touch anything to-day, and the 
ear boy kept it — if he had not it seems as though 
I could never trust him again. All the time we 
were playing croquet this afternoon, I was 
haunted with the* idea that he might be neglect- 
ing his business and disgracing himself. I have 
not dared to ask him not to take wine to-night, 
for I know he can't resist if a lady offers it to 
him. O Flo ! the influence of woman is so strong 
and far-reaching that if she only used it for good 
what a wonderful and glorious change would 
dome over this sad earth of ours ! It would catch 
some of the beauty and brightness for which our 
weary hearts hunger and strive. And probably 
at supper to-night lid ward will see these Christian 
men who ought to show him the loveliness of a 
high and holy life, free from all appearance of evil; 
see them drinking wine and urging him to do so, 
and then laughing at him, when he does and says 
tho«e foolish things of which he would never be 
guilty when sober. Flo, I think, they, not he, 
are the most responsible. They thoughtlessly 
give the usage their sanction, and then put a 
Stumbling block in his path heavenward. I 
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know that Hood said that evil is done from want 
of thought as well as want of heart, but it is evil 
nevertheless, with fearful cousequences linked to 
it. ' I know that it is kind hospitality which 
prompts your father and mother to offer wine to 
their guests ; but if they could realize that they 
were giving Edward, and such as he poison — 
poison which unhappily does not kill immediately 
out which will make his purity, self respect and 
happiness die and perhaps destroy his soul for- 
ever, they might nesitate before placing the 
seductive wine before him." 

Flo had listened in silence to the steady tones 
of Eleanor's voice, but as it grew low and tremu- 
lous with feeling she faltered out : "Oh Nell, I 
never dreamed it was such a terrible thing." 
" You have had no hard experience to bring the 
truth before you. Indeed I would not like you 
to share in the horror and dread with, which I 
think of Edward's drinking this evening. I felt 
more like staying at home but he insisted on 
coming, and I thought if I were not here to gQ 
home With him, the very taste of the wine here 
might drive him to seek more elsewhere, and 
then what a coming home it would be I Perhaps 
I imaginatively exaggerate the danger. But it 
cantiot be so when he has fallen so often and 
given ud such bitter sorrow." 

A little silence fell between them, broken at 
last by Flo. '* I know Eleanor, I must often 
have grieved you by laughing at what I have 



y Google 



BBOX3DT BOMBS. 28 

called your extreme temperance principles. That 
cousin of mine, though never mentioning you 
except in highest terms, has undoubtedly mucb. 
influenced me by regarding such principles as 
sentimental and puritanic. I have been too care- 
less, Eleanor, and though I have had vague 
thoughts about personal responsibility my 
thoughts never took a definite foim. feut be 
assured that I will now help you all I can, even 
to going to my father, although 1 feel sure he 
wiU not allow the plans for supper to be altered. 
I wish he had different idea* on this question. 
Still not one of his family has been a drunkard, 
and he has been educated to believe that he is 
not doing his dutv as a host unless he has wine 
for his guests. You know it is hard to give up 
customs and habits which he has seen in 
use since his boyhood. I do not justify 
him however Eleanor, for I think thie^ custom 
inconsistent with the profession he makes as a 
Christian." 

Flo hesitated a moment while the color deep- 
ened in her face. Then she said slowly : ' I have 
often made the inconsistency of some Christians 
an excuse for my own carelessness. I know you 
think that is not to the point — neither logical nor 
consistent in me. But 1 can't help it. My mind 
is not so logical as yours. But I think you're 
sincere and earnest ; I really do Eleanor. In 
many ways of which you don't know you have 
taught me .what my duty is. You remember 
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those lines in 'Kathrina' which you liked so 
much.: 

' She felt that if her life were not an argument 

To move me, nothing that her lips might say 
Could win me to her wish.* 

I have watched you and seen the earnestness 
of your character ; felt the influence of your 
noble thoughts like an inspiration ; have admired 
your unselfish solicitude for the welfare of others. 
Minnie said to me only the other day that your 
home would be a regular smash-up if you weren't 
there. I did not need her enthusiastic praise to 
strengthen my own opinion, and yet it spoke well 
for the home-life. Many people think that I am 
too gay naturally to long remember anything, 
but you know me well enough to believe me when 
I promise, that henceforth the vague thoughts I 
have had of God and religion shall be purposes, 
ruling and guiding my life. How strangely we 
are mixing the serious with the gay to-night. 
Rather grave talk for a party," and Ilo laughed 
nervously. 

14 What's this grave talk about ?" asked a deep, 
manly voice as the curtain was pushed aside 
suddenly, revealing Mr. Stuart's handsome face. 

" Russell ! how dare you invade our fortress 
in this way ? We carry a good many guns." 

" I am painfully aware of that fact from my 
honorable scars, Flo. But why do you shut 
yourselves iu here so exclusively f ' 
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"We were disconsolate without you, and 
came to each other for comfort." 

" That repays me for the disappointment of 
being kept from your side so long. But Flo tell 
me what great purposes are going to rule you. 
Are you going to turn temperance reformer? 
Has your mind imbibed some of Miss Osborne's 
favourite " 

" Do you suppose I am a weather vane to be 
turned about by every wind that blows i" 
interrupted Flo sharply. 

" No, I had not forgotten my cousin's tenacity 
of opinion, nor her mental strength ; but Miss 
Osborne's reasoning faculty is so subtle that if 
she tried to convince me that I had lost my 
identity, I am sure that my senses, imagination 
and will would be so mystified that I should be- 
lieve her, and travel around the world shivering 
for its loss." 

Miss Osborne smiled. If one feature in Mr. 
Btuart's character was prominently developed, it 
was his intense egotism — a thoroughly tight 
possession of himself. 

Flo changed the subject by asking why 
he came so late. The whole expression of 
his face altered : it became dark and threat* 
ening, the heavy brows drawing together in 
a strange way,, yet he answered with appar- 
ent indifference : '' A little matter occurred to 
disturb my mother, and 1 remained to accom- 
pany her. 



y Google 



26 BROKEN BONDS. 

Both Eleanor and Flo wondered why a 
" little matter" should make him angry, but 
they made no enquiries, and he resumed: "I 
must apologize for breaking my promise, how-* 
ever if you will accompany me to me musie-rooMa 
I will do my best to repair the mischief caused 
by my non-appearance." His excitement dis- 
appeared as quickly as it had come ; and he was 
the self-possessed, polished man of the world once 

more ' 

Later in the evening, Mr. Dale passing by a 

shaded window which commanded a view of the 
bright scene inside, espied Eleanor leaning in, 
listening intently to a nocturne of Chopin's play- 
ed by Flo. The expression ot her face was wistful 
and there was an unsatisfied look in her eyes. 

" Does music have an unhappy effect on you, 
Miss Eleanor ?" he asked pausing opposite her, 
" Tes ; I believe such music does. I intensely 
onjoy it and yet it makes me restless ; makes me 
feel as thougn I were striving after something I 
could never get. It indeed sometimes suggests 
a possibility of these longings being satisfied, but 
the suggestion is so faint, so indistinct that the 
heart longs for more tangible promise. Now 
Mendelssohn has such a different effect upon me- 
lt is so restful to listen to some of his, Songs 
without Words. But Chopin makes me think 
of what Richter said to music : ' Away, away I 
thou speakest to me ot things which in all my 
endless life I have not found and shall not find*' " 
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Eleanor's face was in shadow but Mr. Dale's 
quick ear caught the change in her voice. 

" It is very strange," he said, " that only afew 
moments ago I heard Mr. Seymour quote that 
sentence to Mrs. Harland. By the way I must 
introduce you in order that you may compare 
sensations. He's a stranger in town and hardly 
knows any one here." 

Mr. Dale darted off and Soon returned with the 

fntleman Eleanor had noticed talking to Mr. 
arland the former part of the evening. 
The introduction served only as a herald of 
names ; it did not seem that they were strangers 
at all. 

" There must be a sort of mesmeric communica- 
tion between you two," said Mr, Dale laughing. 
" In the space of ten minutes I hear the same 
sentence quoted from a poet not generally read ; 
you both seem to be made unhappy by a certain 
kind of music and fly to Richter to nnd expres- 
sion for your feeling. Ton remember that 
Schiller says that great souls have kindred with 
each other; and I must say there is a sort of 
affinity between different people." 

" Do you agree with Schiller?" asked Eleanor 
looking towards Mr. Seymour. 

" If I said I did I should be charged with as- 
suming that we are great souls, whereas — " 

" When did you read Richter, Phil ? Ton 
know we couldn't unravel his phraseology when 
we were cramming." 
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" The idea he expressed i^ejuotedby Emerfebitf 
in one of his essays. I was reading it this after- 
noon, and it came with great force into my mind 
while hearing Miss Harland play. How singular 
it is that one of her vivacious temperament can 
play so sympathetically, with such exquisite 
•perception of the meaning the composer wished 
to convey. A superficial critic would insist that 
she was only capable of fully appreciating 
lively, shallow music, like Strauss' waltzes for 
instance, not this deep-hearted, spiritual kind. 
But what do you say Dale ?" 

" Oh ! I shall leave you to settle that question 
without my help. There's an old lady on the 
other side of the room who needs a nice little talk 
from me. Now keep out of deep waters while 
discussing matters and things, reople can get 
drowned in metaphysics, you know." And with 
a smile the gentleman walked slowly away. . 

There was one part of the verandah which 
because far removed from the drawing-room had 
not attracted many groups of people. It was 
cool and quiet, where moonlight rays shone. Mr. 
Seymour brought two chairs and they sat down. 
Just the time and place for the exchange of fine 
thoughts and ideas, with nothing outwardly 
disturbing or annoying to mar the enjoyment. 
They indulged in no sentimental flirtation or 
small talk, — Eleanor being in too earnest and 
thoughtful a mood to have sustained such eveq. 
had Mr. Seymour attempted it. But they chose 
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-wider subjects ; spoke of representative men and 
\women even around whose names cluster such 
♦endearing associations of nobility and true great- 
ness ; of social problems nnd reforms ; of books, 
how many they had read and loved ! — and their 
.hearts grew warm and enthusiastic over the 

• discussion of the merits of their mutual favorites 
They did not agree on all points ; but who would 

• have them ? Conversation is tame and profitless 
♦without some argument to give it piquancy, and 
lOpinions need opposition to gather strength and 
; force. 

Thev were quite oblivious of time. But at the 
end oi an hour and a half, when supper was an- 
nounced, Russell Stuart was glad oi an excuse to 
seek Eleanor. He had eome difficulty in finding 
her cosy retreat, and laughingly said as he carried 
her off on his arm that she was constantly hiding 
from him that evening. 

At supper Eleanor found herself placed in a 
corner with Mrs. Stuart, who, notwithstanding 
her age, was considered the handsomest woman 
in the room. This combined with a cultivated 
intellect and high social position, made her 
patronage flattering and agreeable. And 
Eleanor was not insensible to the fact. Not far 
from her was seated Miss Tarling, a fashionable 
young lady from the South whom Edward was 
serving ; and a little further on still was Flo, 
looking happy and contented under the care 
^PMr.Dale. 

■ «L 
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Mrs. Stuart leaned graciously towards Eleanor 
and addressed her : 

" Has Russell given you my message yet, Miss 
Osborne?" 

Russell answered quickly for her : " No mother. 
I have not had an opportunity all the evening, 
she has been so monopolized by others." 

Mrs. Stuart smiled indulgently at her half- 
impatient son, while Eleanor spoke : " You were 
wholly absorbed in the music, and its beauty was 
indeed enough to prevent you from delivering 
messages." 

Mr. Stuart only smiled reply and went after 
some refreshments. 

Miss Tarling was talking extravagantly about 
the superior charm of operatic music over classi- 
cal as Mr. Stuart passed. Edward interrupted 
her raptures by asking what wine she preferred. 
" Whichever you and Mr. Stuart like best, Mr. 
Osborne. I think ladies in this matter should 
be entirely under the guidance of the gentlemen. 
Their opportunities for forming an, opinion are 
not so limited as ours." 

Mr. Stuart paid no attention to her remarks 
and Edward answered;" I like port very much, 
will that be agreeable J" 

" Indeed it will if you will take a glass with me 
iust to assure me that it will not poison," and she 
laughed at what she considered a most witty 
speech. 

" Certainly, with pleasure. I never knew wine 
to poison unless taken injudiciously," he replied. 
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Eleanor and Flo exchanged glances. There was 
sorrow and dread in one girl's eyes ; strong de- 
termination in the other's. Just then Mr. Dale 
brought the latter a glass of sherry. " No thank 
you, she said simply. 

" Do you not prefer this ? I brought it be 
cause you usually take this kind, he ex- 
plained. 

Her voice was low yet not wavering in her 
answer : " I do not wish for any kind, Mr. Dale. 
I have given it up, not only for this evening 
but for all time. I sincerely hope you will do 
the same. Now promise right off." 

u I suppose it is not a very sensible practice, 
but then I shall want time for consideration." 

u Oh I I'll give you just three minutes in the 
corner for grave and heart-searching medita- 
tion." 

He laughed at her curious blending of the 
comic with the serious ; but could not resist her 
impetuous pleading. At last he promised. 

Meanwhile Edward and Miss Yarling were 
playfully debating whether they should not drink 
to some one's health and happiness. She pro- 
posed "their host's fair daughter." Edward 
eagerly assented and called on Mr. Stuart for 
the speech. Miss Harland heard with blushing 
cheeks and down-cast eyes. Then making an 
eftort to overcome the diffidence and constraint 
with which she always spoke of things which 
might excite ridicule, she raised her eyes to 
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Edward and said gravely : a JuBt think your 
good wishes ; it will be as well as drinking them 
in wine." 

Miss Yarling langhed as though much amused 
and looked curiously at the speaker. Mr. Stuart 
frowned and said the pleasure would be all gone. 

" That is one mistake we make about it Rus- 
sell. If all the associations of friendship and 
good fellowship which cluster around the habit of 
social drinking were taken away, its evil might 
be more painfully'visible." 

There is nothing like a strong emotion to show 
the need of more noble action, and Flo's hastily 
formed opinions in regard to temperance, had 
deepened into broad, strong principles since 
her conversation with Eleanor. Intense and 
enthusiastic in everything she was going to 
carry the same intensity and earnestness into 
this new life of hers, and with God's help 
she would make its influence strong and decided. 

Just then Mrs. Stuart began talking, and 
thus prevented Eleanor from hearing more. 
" My message was this, Miss Osborne. Russell 
has to start early to-morrow morning for New 
York. A. telegram came this evening. He 
expects to be gone at least a week. I wish you 
and Florence Harland to visit me a day or two 
during his absence. Flo says I may find it 
difficult to persuade you. as you are quite a re- 
cluse. But I do not despair of your acceptance 
of my invitation." 
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Eleanor's face flushed. Under some circum- 
stances she could not go she said. 

44 But Miss Osborne you must come. I insist 
on it. You are Flo's friend, and I claim you 
for her sake if not for Russell's." 

Mrs. Stuart seemed so disappointed at even a 

conditional refusal, that at last Eleanor yielded 

a reluctant consent. 
******** * 

" Do you think that lady pretty over there, 
Mr. Seymour ? Y our eyes for the last minute 
have been very truant in that direction. Do 
you know her well ?" 

Mr. Seymour started from his abstraction and 
smiled gravely at the speaker. " As I am almost 
a total stranger in your city, Mtb. Yates, I cannot 
say that I know any one well. I received an 
introduction to Miss Osborne this evening, and 
consider her very agreeable." 

" Rather reticent praise, considering she has 
won the admiration of such a fastidious man as 
Mr. Russell Stuart. For my part I don't see in 
what lies the attraction ior him. He has the 
pick of the garden. They say the marriage is to 
take place very soon, and then they go to Europe. 
It is a splendid chance tor any girl, and especially 
for her. She isn't at all well off, and though her 
brother is very clever, his chances of success are 
being spoiled by such dissipated habits. They 
do say he is very irregular. I should think that 
Mr. Stuart would hesitate about incurring the 



y Google 



34 BROKEl* BONDS. 

risk of disgrace. He is so very proud. 
They say however that the match was made 
by Miss Harland, Who thinks everything 
of her friend, and could wish no better 
fortune than that she should be the wife of 
a man worth half a million, and maBter of 
Leathdale." ' 

Mr. Seymour was listening with a feeling of 
blended aversion and disappointment, but as he 
was too well bred to show his feeling the un- 
conscionable gossip went on : " Leathdale is a 
perfectly lovely place, enough to make any girl 

iump at the chance of getting possession. You 
late not seen it ? Oh ! you should by all meaus 
before you leave the city .... Wh^t a fine brilliant 
looking woman Mrs. Stuart is ! Quite a contrast 
to her prospective ' daughter-in-law. Though 
rather intellectual looking and with grand eyes, 
she has no style and is positively too subdued and 
quiet." 

" But there is great strength of will and force 
of character expressed in her face, n Mr. Seymour 
ventured. 

" If so I wonder how the two will stgree ? 
It's my opinion there will be a good deal of 
clashing. They say Mrs. Stuart has not at 
all a submissive spirit. There have been reports 
that her husband^s life was not exactly happy. 
He died very soon after his father, and never 
lived at Leathdale duringhis marriage. Russell's 
been Blaster ever since he was about fifteen, — 
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enough to make any boy proud and overbearing, 

isn't it?" 

# # # * * # # * * 

"Eleanor how pale you are! Don't you feel 
Welt?" enquired Mr. Stuart anxiously as he of- 
fered h«r his arm to escort her to the drawing- 
room. 

She answered almost haughtily, " I was'not 
aware of being otherwise. !N o thank you, don't 
offer me that /" 

*' Proud, self-reliant, yet charming as usual," 
he said to himself as he left her. "Will she never 
learn to trust me V 

While the gentlemen were at supper the ladies 
amused themselves in various way&. Flo flitted 
from one group to another, entertaining all by 
her merry chatter, though they wondered at her 
restless manner. Eleanor seated herself where 
she could see the door of the dining-room, which 
.was left Blightly ajar. The first gentleman to 
<K>rfie out Was Mr. Seymour, followed sooto after 
by Mn Stuart and a few others. When Edward 
finally made his appearance, Eleanor saw there 
had been grounds for her worst fears. Mr. Sey- 
mour, who stood not far away, noticed a quick 
expression of p*in and utter hopelessness cross 
her face, leaving it very pale. Mr. Stuart uttered 
a sharp expression of impatience about the anti- 
cipated drive home being spoiled. Eleanor 
turned around and said in a low voice, " I would 
not think of his going with you." 
8 
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He looked relieved though the expression in 
her eyes startled him. 

" lout I shall go with him." she said with dig- 
nity. 

" Impossible ! It would be imprudent, most 
impruclent. Besides you are tired, and as we g;o 
past your house you must go with us. Were it 
not for my mother I should insist on taking your 
brother also." 

" I wish to be independent of your courtesy 
Mr. Stuart, when it does not include those I 
love." 

" Pardon me. I hope all you lore will make 
themselves worthy of my courtesy," retorted he, 
biting his lips with vexation. 

Just then Flo who had been watching from the 
other side of the room Eleanor's face, though the 
distance prevented her hearing the low tones of her 
voice, stepped hastily up to Mr. Seymour and 
said a few words. The next moment Eleanor 
heard a deep voice at her side say gently : " Miss 
Osborne will you entrust your brother to me? 
Miss Harland has kindly offered the use of her 
carriage," Mr. Seymour added as he caught the 

frateful flash ofMissPsborne's eyes. " Though 
er proposal be assured I shall assume the charge 
with great pleasure." 

" Thank you ; and may I drive with you t" 
" No," answered Mr. Stuart decidedly, though 
he smiled. " I want you with me. You are 
certainly very kind sir," he added, turning to 
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Mr. Seymour with lofty condescension. " Allow 
me to accompany you to the hall and introduce 
you to Mr. Osborne." ***** 
The drive home with the Stuarts was remark- 
ably silent. 




&cK. 



y Google 



3$ 



BROKEN .BONDS. 



CHAPTER IV. 

u It is hard to meet with stiff denial* 

Those who ask for love ; 
Or having met with good at others hands, to fail in 

Rendering good for good received." — Sophocles* 

The moonlight was a relief from the hot glare 
of gaslight, and the little room refreshingly still 
after the noise and confusion of the party. 
Eleanor sat down on a low seat by the window, 
where she could feel the cool night air blow upon 
her flushed cheeks. Hef usual way of meeting 
trouble was not by tears ; bat here alone, witn 
no external check preserit, tired and nervous with 
excitement, she felt that control was no longer 
possible. Her heart was in a whirl of conflicting 
emotions, and more than half an hour passed 
ere she had quieted them enough to think calmly 
about the irrevocable decision which to-night 
must be formed in relation to the answer Mr. 
Stuart would expect when he returned. 

Away down town a solitary man was walking 
rapidly in the moonlight towaids his hotel, and 
as he walked he thought of her. " She is truly 
a woman who would be an inspiration to a man ! 
But that Stuart is not worthy of her. He will 
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attempt to lower her.aspirations, grind with harsh 
hand the nobility out of her life. But she 
must love him, for I do not believe she has been 
won by his manifestations of love, however deli- 
cately offered, or fascinated by the charm of his 
wealth and culture. . . I can only wish her to be 
happy, and pray God to guide her over the rough 
places stretching away into the future... But I 
must not indulge in this useless sentiment ; having 
met her is but an episode in a life of change ana 
homesickness. Singular that quotation from 
Eichter : * Which in all my endless life I shall 
not find/ It's doubtless true, and I am destined 
to be a lonely, desolate fellow. Why is it some 
men get all the sunlight while others live under 
heavy shadows ?"* * * # • # * 

Was it an echo of Mr. Seymour's thoughts in 
Eleanor's heart that she was haunted by such 
forebodings of evil and unhappiness to-night? 

Was Russell Stuart true and noble ? She mew 
he lacked that reverence and love for a personal, 
ever present God, which alone exalts and ennobles 
character. Indeed he had often expressed his 
conviction that a theistic belief is but a ghost of 
man's imagination, a mere striving of his intel- 
lect to pierce the dense obscurity surrounding 
the realities of the " unknown." If she trusted 
her heart to him could she resist the daily influ- 
ence of this cold, joyless skepticism, and keep her 
own faith strong and bright ! 

She knew their individual natures would often 
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strike fire, because . she suspected that he was 
enough of a tyrant to exact absolute obedience 
to his wishes, and agreement with his views of 
life. And this homage she would not yield, 
possessing as she did a disposition self reliant and 
inflexible as his own. With nothing to guide 
him but his fallible intellect, hu would not be 
justified in assuming ability to guide her steps, 
especially if the path lay through cloud and 
storm. And she knew she would not have suffi- 
cient faith in his superior insight and wisdom 
to follow with confidence. In point of fact her 
impression was that in many things her judg- 
ment was more reliable than his; but Mr. Stuart 
would consider this high treason in his wife, 
needing vigorous measures for its suppression. 
Now with this difference in belief, in aims and 
purposes, a condition rendering her powerless to 
give him the trust and loyalty her woman's heart 
so longed to give, would not their marriage be a 
mere delusive mockery of the joy, the transcend- 
ent beauty it should possess ? 

Moreover Eleanor prophetically felt that in 
her earnest efforts for her brother's best wel- 
fare she need expect no sympathy or assistance 
from Russell, — rather opposition, or harder to 
bear, chilling indifference. The events of this 
afternoon and evening had taught her this 
conclusively. 

Her pleadings and entreaties with Edward had 
often been met by the question that if a young 



y Google 



BROKEN BONDS. 41 

man of Mr. Stuart's position and great strength 
of character considered it wise to drink wine, 
and was not injured thereby, what possible 
harm for him? (Thus by an universal and 
necessary law one life is always touching 
another, and humanity is linked together by in- 
fluences stretching far away into the eternal 
future of God's mysterious and inexplicable 
government.) No wonder grim visions of evil 
and disaster floated before Eleanor's excited 
imagination at the anticipation of the effect of 
Mr. Stuart's continual influence. This of itself 
would be sufficient cause for her to give him up, 
considering her own happiness, but as dust in the 
balance in comparison with her brother's eternal 
good. But this fearful sacrifice of her happiness 
was not required. She had thought she could 
be Mr. Stuart's wife, else she would never have 
kept him waiting for his answer. Any woman 
feels glad when she is thus honored and loved, 
and it requires a careful analysis of one's emotions 
and motives in order to feel sure that this glad- 
ness and joy are not a return of affection. But 
now interrogating her heart closely in the light of 
this evening's events, she found that she had en- 

i'oyed his attentions, the courtesy and thoughtful 
dndness which women think so charming, the 
long talks which had stimulated her intellect to 
untiring exertions in order that the glorious 
treasures of thought and of knowledge, might 
become abiding possessions ; and yet she had not, 
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nor could she ever love him. So the conclusion 
of her reasoning wag decisive. She gave up all 
the alluring plans for self-culture which had 
been formed for the future, all the bright possi- 
bilities of usefulness which wealth and position 
offered, and resolved to study for a while longer 
the meaning of her old life, to make home 
pleasant and happy for Edward, and to still 
more anxiously endeavour tp drive away the 
damp, dark shadows clustering around her 
mother's mind ; meanwhile praying God to send 
some day a new interest, an absorbing love to 
fill the void created in her own longing, tired 
he»rt. 




y Google 



BBOKSN BOtfD*, 43 



CHAPTEE V. 

"As I have seen a ship go down in quiet waters suddenly. " 
" A ship aground is a beacon at sea." 

" A note for you Miss Harland. The man 
says he will stop for the answer on his way home 
from town." 

Flo had been compelled to entertain visitors 
all day, and in consequence of the excitement 
and effort of talking, was now suffering from an 
intense nervous headache. She raised up from 
the lounge and broke open the envelope : 

" Dear Florence. 

"Russell has been gone two 
days and Leathdale has been desolate, yet you 
and Miss Osborne have not fulfilled your pro- 
mise. I will send the carriage to-morrow at any 
time you say. I suppose you will see Miss 
Osborne to-night, and learn her decision. I trust 
she will allow nothing to prevent her appearance ; 
she has refused so many invitations that I am 
distrustful of the power of this one." 

u Sarah tell James to get the ph»ton ready 
immediately. I wish to drive myself to Mi&a 
Osborne's." 
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Then with her accustomed energy, despite 
aching head and throbbing nerves, Mo spiang 
up to prepare for her drive. 

As she passed through the hall she was met by 
a servant bearing a card. " A gentleman in the 
reception room. He asked for Mrs. Harland but 
she hasn't come home." 

"I regret your mother's absence Miss Harland/' 
Mr. Seymour said, as Flo advanced to meet him. 
" I leave for New Orleans to-morrow and shall 
therefore have no opportunity to renew an ac- 
quaintance commenced so nappily the other 
evening." 

She answered with reciprocal sincerity : " I 
am sure we were all glad you honored us by 
coming with Mr. Dale. But for your kind in- 
formality we should have missed a good deal. 
But you will come again?* 5 

"Thank you. I cannot tell whether I shall 
ever visit your city again. I had some business 
here in the law courts, and accidentally ran 
across Mr* Dale. We were old college friends, 
hence were overjoyed at the meeting." 

" You must then have known my cousin Rus- 
sell Stuart, for he was a class-mate of Mr. Dale's. 
He appeared to meet you as a 6tranger here, 
however." 

Flo was hardly prepared for the strange ex- 
pression of contempt and anger which shot across 
her companion's lace. Before she could fully 
comprehend its meaning it was gone. But his 
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voice was cold and constrained in its answer : " I 
kne.w him very well. We were frienda until we 
knew each other better. I had the misfortune 
to cross his jmth once and he never forgave me." 

" That is just like Russell. He wants to be 
the first stone in the pond, even at the risk of 
covering up other stones. I think he would be 
willing to have us all moss-grown if only he might 
be the active one." Flo's irresistible penchant 
for metaphor, often led her into deep waters. 

" Tour diagnosis of his case is striking," 
laughed Mr. Seymour, "but this time it is not 
quite accurate. It was only a personal matter, 
not one of scholastic competition. In that he 
was far ahead of me." 

Mr. Seymour did not think it necessary to 
contrast the difference in his advantages ; nor to 
explain that his college course had been one long 
struggle with poverty. "But there is your 
carriage Miss Harland. I must not detain you." 

•' There is no hurry. I am only going over to 
El — to Miss Osborne s to arrange about a visit 
to Leathdale. Cannot you accompany me?" 

" No thank you, but I will send a good-bye to 
your friend." 

" Oh ! isn't she lovely, Mr. Seymour f I don't 
know what I should do without her. She is 
such a comfort to every one." Rash Flo little 
dreamed of the great throb of pain which darted 
through the manly heart beside her, but he out- 
wardly was calm and self-possessed. " I do not 
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doubt that the comfort is reciprocal as well as the 

friendship," he replied as he rose. 

******** * 

* 

To Eleanor's sensitive pride the very idea of 
the visit to Leathdale caused much pain, and yet 
the conditions of her promise were such that she 
could not consistently change the plans. 

She and Flo spent the evening pleasantly, and 
at half-past ten, ascended the broad stairs to 
retire. The upper hall was long rather than 
bl'oad, with the doors of the several bed- 
rooms opening into it. At the far end was 
A large heavy door, which Eleanor supposed 
led into a stairway, leading up to another 
story, 

Tlie room assigned to the two guests was on 
the opposite side to Mrs. Stuart's. They stopped 
to bia her good-night. " 1 think you should lock 
your door," she said. " I always do even when 
Kussell is here. He says it is the safest." 

But they demurred, thinking it would be more 
jonely. 

Her face grew grave and sad : " It i& a lonely 
old house, even when full of company, — mucn 
more on a night like this. I really think you 
would sleep better with your door locked. Yet 
if you prefer it I will leave my own ajar, so if 
you are awake at any time you can speak to 
me." 

It was not long before Eleanor and Flo were 
both sleeping. The night was dark and moon- 
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less, and the atmosphere hot and close. But 
after two or three hours a strong wind came 
tip— ^the hefald of a storm. 

The care and anxiety weighing on Eleanor's 
heart had lately made her a light sleeper, easily 
disturbed by any unusual noise or atmospheric 
change. About this time she awoke suddenly 
and started up in bed, confused and bewildered. 
Then when she saw the light shining down in the 
lower hall, she remembered where she was, and 
lay back to court the return of slumber. But 
that capricious deity does not always come when 
courted ; her sensets were now fully on the alert, 
and tihe could steep no more. A strange sensa- 
tion crept over her. She became conscious of 
some human pretence near at hand. It was not 
in her room, because she heard distinctly a soft 
footfall out in the hall. She could not attribute 
this to the not unusual creaking of the wood- 
work, nor to the wind blowing through the 
home. The head of the bed was toward the door 
and at last she ventured to look out. Theligh t 
from the hall lamp was so dim that at iirst 
nothing could be distinguished. Then she saw 
distinctly the tall figure of a man standing by 
Mrs. Stuart's door. His face was pale and hag- 
gard, with heavy, dark rima around the eyes. 
The eyes themselves were wild and restless, with 
a crafty, cunning look in them which sent a 
thrill of terror through Eleanor. His hair was 
black, streaked with grey, long and fell disorderly 
on his bent shoulders. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



48 BROKEN BONDS* 

After standing there a moment restlessly 
toying with the handle of Mrs. Stuart's door— 
although no sound disturbed the silence which 
reigned through the house, he took a few steps 
into the middle of the hall and looked down the 
broad stairs as though watching some pne coming 
up, meanwhile beckoning to an imaginary person 
behind. Then he turned towards Eleanor's room 
and the light fell full in his face. The eyes were 
dead and spiritless now, with no trace of their 
former wildness. Walking slowly past towards the 
large door which now stood open, he hesitated, 
looked back once more towards Eleanor, then 
shut it and disappeared as noiselessly as he had 
come. 

Ere she had time to guess the meaning of this 
strange apparition, Mrs, Stuart appeared in the 
hall. She had thrown a loose dressing gown 
around her, and the candle which she carried 
showed her face to be almost startling in its 
paleness. She looked anxiously around, and 
then came to Eleanor's bedsiae. "Are you 
awake ?" she whispered. 

"Yes." 

" I was afraid so. Have you seen or heard 
anything ?" 

u Yes," was the laconic answer. 

" Were you startled ?" 

"Yea." 

" I am sorry, but do compose yourself and 
sleep. I assure you there is no <sause for fear. 
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I will go and examine and explain in the morn- 
ing. Florence is asleep ? It is best so," Mrs. 
Stuart added, significantly. 

" Yes, I understand." 

" Thank you. I wish you had had your door 
locked. Good-night." 

" But Mrs Stuart, where are you going ?" asked 
Eleanor, in an impulsive whisper. 

"I fear John has been drinking and left the doors 
up there unlocked. I must go and investigate." 

44 Don't you need me V 9 

She was answered by a sigh of relief: "I 
shall be so glad unless you are afraid." 

Eleanor threw a cloak over her and lighting 
another candle accompanied Mrs. Stuart. John 
was indeed found to be in a drunken stupor and 
could lend no assistance, so they passed alone 
through the large door, which opened into a long, 
dark hall. The candles flickered fitfully and the 
forms of the two women cast weird shadows on 
the gloomy walls. Eleanor was strangely im- 
pressed by the darkness and the mystery connected 
with the events of this night, and though she 
expected any moment to see the tall figure of the 
maniac, she followed her guide with a brave 
heart. The hall terminated by a flight of steps, 
at the top of which was another heavy door. 
Mrs. Stuart saw no key in the lock. " He must 
have fastened it on the other side," she said. u If 
he should suddenly open it and you see the key, 
take it out while I am talking to him." 
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But Eleanor's bare foot had struck something 
solid on one ot the steps, and lowering her candle 
she perceived the missing key, 4i We are all 
right now," exclaimed Mrs. Stuart, seizing it 
quickly and transferring it to the lock. They 
both breathed more freely now, and the transit 
along the halls back to their rooms was made 
quickly and in silence. 

Flo slept through the night oblivous of every- 
thing but the sweet dreams of healthful girlhood, 
and though at breakfast she secretly wondered 
at Eleanor's haggard face and Mrs. Stuart's 
gloomy abstraction, she gave fall vent to her usaal 
flow of joyous, merry talk, and asked no personal 
questions. 

A propitious opportunity occurred for the 
promised explanation, when she strolled off to 
the drawing-room for an hour's private enjoyment 
with the piano. So Mrs, Stuart conducted 
Eleanor to the library and established her on a 
sofa while she talked. 

" Years ago, Eleanor," she began, " one 
lovely June morning, a young girl stood up 
by a gentleman's side in a little village 
church, and the minister called them husband 
and wife. He swore to love, protect and 
cherish her, and she, with the trusting faith 
of girlhood, believed him. A few short years of 
happiness flew swiftly by : the sun shone bright 
and glorious, and the sky was clear. The wj& 
thought her life to be all blissful, — a sweet frag- 
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ifteot of the Eden, lost to every human soul. 
But a cloud appeared, when the husband began 
to be harsh, negledtful, irritable. Those were 
anxious, troubled years. But soon the dark and 
heavy clouds of sorrow rolled across their lives 
and completely obscured the former brightness 
and glory, when he drank so deeply as to lose 
his reason, and that intellect, noted for its strength 
and keen flashing brilliancy, became a complete 
wreck. Eleanor, the cloud has never lifteo ; — 
you know it all now. The demon intemperance 
has ruined ray husband's life, blighted my hap- 
piness, and now all that remains oi the man I once 
loved, yea madly worshipped, is that incurable 
maniac, walking restlessly up and down in hie 
wretched loneliness. Oh Eleanor! if I could 
only have laid him in Mb grave in the beauty oi his 
spotless manhood ; then my grief would not be 
despair, agony !" 

Mis. Stuart covered her fttce with her 
hands— hiding its restless, excited expression. 
A moment after she said more calmly : " The 
change eame all at once. We were in Europe 
and the news arrived of his father's death, 
and that Leathdale would henceforth be our 
home. Tbeshock of grief, and the excitement 
caused by the contemplation of the new life 
before him must have shattered the mind already 
weakened. Russell was then fifteen. We came 
hoine. Everyone here thinks my husband is 
dead— sot even Flo has been told ; but of course 
9 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



58 Beo*«k JJokdS. 

her parents know the *ad ffcctft, — Sirs* Harlaad 
being my sister. I am sorry you were.frightened 
last night ; and yfct, I had determined that you 
should know all the secrets of our life here atLeath- 
dale. A long discussion was necessary to obtain 
Russell's consent, and it was yielded at last 
reluctantly. He will be very angry with J<pbn, 
and perhaps reproach me for not more carefully 
watching aim ; but he has always been so trust- 
worthy that what occurred was a great surprise 
to me. Only once before haa anything of the 
kind happened. As we were starting tor Mrs. 
Harland's the other evening, we found that John 
had gone down to suppef, leading the doors un- 
locked, and thlat he my — my husband had gone 
into Russell's library. It was that whi6h inade 
us so late at the party. Oh ! how bitterly afcgry 
Russell was I 1 had hoped his threats and warn* 
ings would be sufficient." 

She paused, thinkihg her own sad thoughts. 
Eleanor who had listened with a feeling of fewe 
to the restlessly spoken words, had never dreamed 
but that Mrs. Stuart was the happiest of women ; 
but ik>w sue knew she had never seen an to- 
pressiori of sufch woe tod utter hopelessness on 
any face befofe. The sprin^-timd blossoms of 
gladness and joy had been bbghted by the foul, 
scorching breath of &in and wrqng^ ahd lav 
withered and dead before the summer hidendeo. 

" Eleanor !" she exclaim^ vehemently, ','In* 
temperance isthe curse of this Kvorld ! See- the 
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fifie xniads it has destroyed, the tames it has 
made sad- and cheerless, the hearts it has broken 
with sorrow. .Oar churchyards are fall of its 
victims ; onr mad-houses ;" (Mrs. Stuart shivered) 
"and yet men will shut their eyes to the misery 
it causes*, and rnsh headlong to ruin. I see that 
the shadows are clustering around your home 
too ; but there is hope for you, because you are 
more aware of the danger than I was. Young, 
thoughtless, ignorant oc the world, 1 could not 
Aee the fearful whirlpool before him, and so often 
helped him towards it, as many women are doing 
to-day, by upholding the social custom of drink- 
ing wiae* thereby leading hundreds into bondage 
and death. If women, would .only learn that 
wine is their worst foe, that its use has blasted 
more of their hopes, and darkened all the joy of 
their Uvea, I am sure they would fight against it 
with their whole strength. I have tried so bard 
to persuade my sister, Mrs. Harland, that she is 
abusing her opportunities for influence. Oh ! 
Eleanor, be firm in your course ; let your efforts 
never cease to win your brother back." 

" And yet Mr. Stuart tells me there is no barm 
in Edward's tendency." 

" Russell ? Ah ! you have no conception how 
he grieves me. He feels very bitter towards his 
father for all my sorrow, and blames him far 
more than he deserves. Because he is strong 
enough to never lose control of his appetite he 
has little sympathy for those who are tempted 
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more than they can bear. I do not distrust His 
power and strength, yet no man is quite safe who 
is indifferent,— lie needs . strotog, well defined 
principles. He continnally assures me that with 
such a terrible example before him he is too wise 
and prudent to ever falL He takes wine very 
spldom certainly, and yet it is his natpre to wish 
to be able to do everything, to possess every thing. 
I should feel much happier if Ms heart were not 
so bitterly proud, if he had more sympathy for 
those weak stumblers the Bible telfe sfcout A 
strange* exceptional effect his father's terrible fate 
has had upon his whole character." 

It is not known how the talk would have end- 
ed for it was interrupted by a servant announc- 
ing morning visitors from the citv. 

mrs. Stuart rose, a faint smile crossing her 
beautiful face, as she said half sarcastically, yet 
very sadly to Eleanor : " You see it is the old 
tragedy of life enacted over and over again. I 
must go down, and laugh and talk with them 
.and appear gay and happy, while my heart is 
breaking. Oh ! it is hard, hard !" 

Eleanor's heart was too full of sympathy to 
speak. She silently put out her hand with an 
eager, impulsive movement. 

The real Mrs. Stuart looked long and search- 
ingly into the young girPs troubled face ; then 
the next moment nut on her mask, which Eleanor 
never saw again lifted, and went down to meet 
h§rfrieuds, 
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CHAPTER VI. 

4 'We all do stamp our value on ourselyes. The 
price we challenge for ourselves is given us." — SchilUr's 
nalknttein. 

Press of business and annoying delays kept 
the master of Leathdale absent from his elegant 
home for two whole weeks. The' cause oi his 
journey was best known to his own ptfoud, re- 
served heart, J and although it had been under- 
taken unwillingly because of the unsettled 
eonditibn of his love suit, the anticipation of 
happiness at the end kept him in good spirits. 

On his return home from hfc cousin's croquet 
party, a letter on his library table awaited his 
attention. The fine brows <Wfr together as his 
eye recognized the handwriting, and almost 
impatiently he tore open the envelope : 

u Mjl Russell Stuart, 
Dear Sir, — 
I never supposed the necessity of my ad- 
dressing you would ever arise, and though regret- 
ting now that necessity, I trust your courtesy will 
prompt you to accede to my earnest request. 

A few days ago X accidentally came across the 
young girl whom you once BQ deeply wronged by 
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telling her you loved her, and for a few months 
amusing yourself by winning her heart, when you 
knew you could never stoop to marry her. She is 

living in great destitution in N , a little 

village near the sea-shore. You well remember 
that because I had no sympathy with your code 
of belief that such ' flirtations' are not dishonor- 
able in a man once or twice in his lite, because 
of this, our friendship was broken. I need not 
attempt tq chapge your views. But I wilj say 
that it is your positive duty to go to her, relief* 
her preset new, and place her beyond reach of 
future trouble^ I do not think she will ever 
disagreeably trouble you. It is because I am 
absolutely unable to assist her pejajianeirfjy 
that I now point out to you your course of 
action 

Sincerely Tours, 

Phiup Seymoub." 
That evening as Mr. Stuart-was on his way to 
seek Eleanor and Flo's hiding place, he met Mr- 
Seymour at the drawipg-roQm door. After the 
first shock of surprise, he said in a low voice but 
with his usual smooth politeness, " I haye r^ad 
your letter and owe you thanks for its interacting 
facta* .1 8(tart to-morrow morning on the errand 
you impose. But. Seymour," the voice sank, fit- 
most to a whisper, " beware what you say to 
any of my friends here. Their l cojde' is nojj 
mine— ^npt so liberal." An evil smile distoi; 
tlje W4*w*Q &99? 
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The other answered frigidly: "Had I any 
good motive in exposing you, I should not hesi- 
tate. But doing so would not retrieve the past, 
nor restore her wrecked happiness. It would 
only pain your friend? who trust in you." 

" You speak wisely. I am glad your view of 
the ease in question is such that I can admire. 
Good evening." 

Everything at last was arranged to Mr. Stuart's 
satisfaction ; and with a reckless torgetfulness of 
the dark sins of the past, and a confident looking 
ftfrwardto fhture joy, he was ofl his way home. 
Efttt disappointment, bitter chagrin awaited him. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

<" Eten the weariest river winds somewhere safe to 
sea." — Swinburne. > 

The two years which followed were years o£ 
deep experience to at least three of the persons 
in whom we are interested. Philip Seymoiur 
went back to his work fer away^rand ^taouah 
everything connected with his single visit to the 
Harlatfds clung to his memory as closely a* vines 
and ivies cling to solid masonry, he thought 
always of Eleanor as Russell Stuart's wife, and 
the man's strong will never allowed the faintest 
thought of love to find sympathy in his heart. 
And yet the words " it might have been other- 
wise" were often a sad accompaniment to the 
full harmony of the be au iff hl life he lived. 

"With Eleanor many things were different. 
Perhaps she missed Mr. Stuart more than she 
was really conscious of. There was little to 
enliven the dull monotony of her busy life. His 
intelligent, stimulating conversation, his keen, 
scholarly criticism of the books they read together, 
were mow enjoyments ot the past. Among her 
many friends, there were none quite so kind to 
her, certainly not so devoted, as he had been. 
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But Eleanor had been true to herself and to her' 
ideas of duty r and knowing that what had in* 
tereBted her was not really himself, she amty 
regretted his absence in the abstract, t 

It had been very hard to see the pain she gave 
him ; and when he went abroad for a year, she 
felt responsible for his exile, and sharply blamed 
herself for Mrs. Stuart's inevitable loneliness. But 
he had come bade ; and the- few times they had met 
assured her that time and absence had completely 
conquered the old lore, although the wounds to 
has pride and egotism had left sears. . 

Thus while Eleanor's outward l#e was devoid 
of romance and absorbing, interest^ she lived an 
inner life of high aspiration and earnest thought 
which; failed not to compensate for many losses. 
And yet the atmosphere, of sorrow and constant 
anxiety in which she lived was telling upon her 
health, and spirits. Edward went ■ recklessly on 
his downward path and saw not, or afiepted no* 
to see, that the sister he so much loved, who 
seldom failed to £ive bin sympathy and arffeetioa, . 
was daily growing more careworn and grave. 
Tet sometimes hours of bitter self-condemnation 
came to him; and when she would talk to him 
about the fatal habit which was undermining his 
life, he would resolve to sAapthe fettew which 
bound him and be free. But they had grown too 
strong for hntu to break alone ; . and he, in hie self* 
reliant : weakness xlid not* solicit tke hel^iofOod. 

Indeed if it had not been for Eleanor's inflv- 
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eeee it is not known where he Woadd have^flded. 
The fear of entirely -djwtroying her faith, 
restrained him firbm committing many of the 
excesses in which his companions indulged ; her 
advice and warbings and entreaties kept him 
from phmging headlong into that maelstrom of 
intemperance out of which no man comes alive. 
But he was losing prestige rapidly; That air 
of general wretchedness which dissipation brings 
in place of the freshness and happiness it takes 
away, clung to him closely now. He wa» not so 
careful in his dress as he once had been, his broad 
shoulders stooped, his firm, manly step rgriW 
irregular and tottering. Hardest of all to beafc, 
his former acquaintances looked coldly on Wmij; 
and those friends, at whose homes he hadleaiued 
to drink, wondered " why he oeuld be bo utterly 
fooliah, so blind to his chances of success in hi* 
profession, as to thus lose his respectability and 
ruin his prospects." Yet with this >vtfiy medita- 
tion resting in their minds, thi& warning example 
gleaming before their consciences, they would 
go- home and . offer to their children, tb their 
guests, the same glasses filled with the sparklingr 
wine, out of which he had ofree drunk, aid after- • 
wards pray to be led not into temptation, to be 
delivered from evil. When will such mea and ■ 
women realise that they hinder the progrtefl of 
truth, holiness and justice, which is $ei triumph 
over, injustika, falsehood and evil i£ this ij&tt* 
sorhw^lMukfi^vWorW)?. . > i.. * ■ u ■ • ■!.■'' 
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At Jast,,^ sqowy, $qp if% Pscwjher, #r, 
Kinglake called him mto his private office, and 
informed him that as he was so irregular in his 
attendance to business he must withdraw from 
the firm This blow to his pride, .to his honor 
struck home to his heart. With a hopeless look 
o^his pale face, he mechanically sigped the 

Sapers, and taking his hat and coat went out 
(r. Dale met him in the outer office and said 
kindly, " I am sorry you are going Osborne, I 
would do anything if I could help you in any 

Edward silently shook his hand, — he could not 
tnjst his* voice to, speak. , 

" F1q will be . vejy sorry for you wd yomr 
sister. , . Can't you give up drinking Osborne, and 
make your pothers life a little brighter towards 
its close ?" 

Edward, bowed his head upon the railing of 
his desk — the desk which had been his tor six 
long years. Mr. Dale saw he was trying to 
conceal the tears in his eyes. "Mr. Hapland 
was spying the other day, it was audi a pity that 
a^yom^gmauofyour ability and legal advantages 
should thi?ojv away your chances. 

" He has himself to thank for it," came from 
between Edward's lightly compressed lips. 

« What's that?" 

" I say he can thank himself tor it," repeated 
Edward, lilting his head. " Three years ago as I 
was calling there, feeling very tired and wore 
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out, he offered ine *ine. I refitted, but he 
ptesefcd it upon me, saying I needed some 
Btimtiliis. Iweiit from his 1 homte that evening 
thifrkiiig that if wine madfe me feel so good, so 
eihilerated as though all thfe blues Were gone, I 
would drittk and enjoy the effect." • 

The tone of Edward's voice suddenly changed 
to one of mocking bittei-ness. "<3ive'Mi*. H*r- 
land toy blessing, my calming benediction. Tell 
him! am indebted to Imn, to his kind hospitality 
for aH the' misery I bring upon myself and those 
at home. If I shall die a drunkard and an out- 
tttift, ft may be pleasant- for hitia to know that 
my soul's blood is upon his gantoeirts. His sleep 
*4ll ptfdfeably be as rfcfrfcshriig atod eh^fcfrless as 
ttiifce tonight. Good-bye, D*le,^t^ time to 
*hfet the omae and shift me out, an* I must go." 

The snow was falling heavily, and it was quite 
dfc*k outsidte. The street lamps glimmered faint- 
ly, and Edward saw men hurrying up town 
homeward bound, for the bells were ringmg six. 
He Was not freadyto go home, nor was he quite 
prepared to forget himself iti intoxication. Draw- 
ing* b&far cap over his ears," and buttoning up 
his coat, for the cold, blustering wind cmlled 
htm, he walked aimlessly down Buntbn Street 

He had tiot gone fkr when he was stopped by 
a faint voice at his side. Then he saw in the 
darknfts a little girl with a thin, tattered shawl 
6losety i: wirt*£p6d over her odd arttis. "Please 
if* c«u/t you give meajtenny td git setae supper? 
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Me lather is drank sir, and its children are starVin' 
ati' bo cfold." 

Edward emptied all his change into her bare, 
coJd hand. " Ood have pity on them aiy he 
muttered to himself as he turned away. 

Hardly knowing what he did, and because of 
-* vagufe feeling of discomfort, he entered a warm 
bright saloon, one of hte customary haunts. 
Burying himself in a large-chair in one corner; he 
ganre way to his bitter, hopeless thoughts,oblivious 
ot the movements or talk of hSs companions. After 
a while he felt his shoulder touched, and turning 
half angrily his eye encountered Mr. Stuart's 
finely^eatured face. " How are you Osborne ? 
Fvenot seen you for ages. Good heavens ! you 
are as pale as death. Oome and have something 
strengthening for the sake of old times.' 9 

Edward rose mechanically, and the two men 
went toward* the bar; but while the one pru- 
dently sipped the contents of IriA j^aes, the other 
with equal imprudence emptied his. 

After Mr. Stuart's departure Edward onee 
more sought the comfortable arm-chair. For 
awhilehe sat there, languidly, sensuously enjoying 
the warm glow caused by the strong liquor he 
had drunk. Then a wild, mad impulse swept 
over him, a strong desire for more intense enjoy- 
ment, even complete f orgetfulness, and he called 
for glass after glass. Soon after he again found 
himself in the open air. It was now half-past 
seven, and he turned in the direction of home* 
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But at the comer of Gf and Street he run against 
a tall gentleman who was hurrying in the oppo- 
site direction. His loot slipped, and in failing 
heavily on the pavement hit head atrfcck 
against the curbstone. The gentleman stopped, 
and with the assistance of a man who Was 
passing . carried him into the nearest drug- 
store, and laid him on a lounge in the inner 
room. Edward*s cap had fallen off, and the 
brown curk, damp with snow and sleet, fell over 
the cut on his forehead from which the blood was 
streaming. The eyes were closed, the laoe 
deathly pale. After looking at him searchingly 
as if the features seemed familiar, the gentleman 
hastened to assist the druggist in his efforts to 
restore his consciousness. u Is he seriously in- 
jured?" he asked. 

"Can't tell; bad job." 

"Have yon any iaea who he is ?" 

" Yes, young Osborne (poor fellow) of the firm 
(hold his head a little higher) firm of Kinglake, 
Dale (look out there. Give me that handker- 
chief) lawyers you know. He's been going bad 
lately I've heard tell. A great pity poor fellow." 

" Where does he live! I'll get a cab and 

bring a doctor. Don't spare anything to make 

him comfortable." 

# * * # * * * # * 

Eleanor was sitting by the parlor grate alone. 
The book she had been reading— Richter'b 
ffttperus" had fallen unheeded in her lap, and 



y Google 



« 



her eyes were fixed on the glowing coals, Thd* 
sentence had almost Btartled her : " But there 
shall come an era when it shall be light r and man 
shall awake from his dreams. * *. Infinite Provi- 
dence, thou wiU cause the day to dawn, although 
as yet struggles the twelfth hour of the night." 

Then as her imaginative mind took up the 
figure and thought of all it suggested and pro- 
mised, she restlessly rolled back her chair and 
began walking up and down, the room* But too 
soon her thoughts came back to the care and 
the trouble which she seldom forgot* Were 
brightness and joy never to be found in all her 
endless life ? 

The door-bell rang loudly as though pulled by a 
strong decided hand ; and not waiting to turn up 
the hall gas, Eleanor quickly opened the door* A: 
tall figure, covered with snow, stood outside, and 
she dimly discerned in the darkness the outline 
of a cab in the street, < 

"•May J see Mra> Osborne?" The voice 
strangely carried Eleanor's thoughts back into 
the past. 

* Mrs, Osborne is ill. Will. I do as well f 
Comein." 

fife abode ihe snqw from him, and entered thct 
hall. As the light from the bright parlor 
fire flashed through the door and illuminated 
their faces, they Wfch gave .a start of recognition, 
and Eleanor offered her hand. Then Mr. Sey- 
mour &aid hurriedly, " Can you bear it i I aim 
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quite sure there is nothing! immediately eerie*** 
¥ owe haroflienhas fallen and is hurit. Will jo«r 
prepare his: room while we bring Mm in ?" 

Safe showed him she oonld besur it bj her ad- 
mirable self-control and promptitude in the 
performance, of- those services to relieve which 
only a true gentle-woman ean perform efficiently. 
A more weak and selfish one would have been 
but a hindrance and trouble. They earned Ed- 
ward np-stairs and laid him on the bed in his 
own room. . He wa* conscious now, and suffering 
very much. 

After rendering what assistance he could, Mr* 
Seymour went down again into the parlor. The, 
fire there bad burned down tew and the light 
was .quite dim. He wondered what strange 
Provideiieehad tins guided him onoe more to 
tbie home. Why had the tUoughty the memory 
of Eleanor been .with, him thfcsa ; two . long fears 
when she had been suffering I Ah ! he knew 
without definite explanation, what those years 
had been to her :— he had seen the shadow* in 
her eyes, the sad weary lines of care around the 
expressive mouth. How he would have lo^4d to 
help and comfort her, to bring the lost joy hack ! 
But where was Russell Stuart i Was »6t that 
his service and privilege ? 

Absence in New Orleans, completely isolated 
from tfc$ sphere in which Eleanor moved, even 
beyond .the reach of any newsmonger, had been, 
Mr. Seymour's misfortune. He felt in the unen- 
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viable condition of a man who anxiously desire* 
knoviedg©, but sees no way of obtaining it with- 
out (Jirect question, or annoying blunder. 

8L& waa leaning on the paautle-piece, looking 
into the fading embers of the fire, when he heard 
her step in tHe room. She said that Edward had 
fallen into a sleep caused by exhaustion and the 
doctor's prescribed narcotic. 

"I«m sure you must feel very tired," Mr. Sey- 
mour said, as he rolled an easy chair towards her. 

" Just a very little .... But you, I do not believe 
you had your tea when you so kindly- — -" 

u Oh, yes, Mrs. Stuart, — Miss Osborne!" he 
added quickly, feeling as he caught the startled 
look in ner eyes that he had blundered, " Then 
you are not married yet to Mr. Stuart ?" 

" $0, and I never expect to bev Mr. Seymour," 
Eleanor answered impulsively. The next mo- 
ment ehe laughed while a hot flush oame into her 
cheeks, , , 

u XpuB^i|rt -forgive my ignorance," he said 
aft^r a snort pause* " When I first- met you I 
heard you we^e soon - to be married, hepce my 
inference, , JBy the way the doctor told me 
some one would have to watch to-night, and I 
have bwn, wishing that you would allow me to 
stay. ( Xou should, Miss Osborne, because I was 
the cause 6f the fall." 

,)Hi3 : word& went to her heart with a sense of 

ooipfoTt, 1 9f .unbounded trust in him. She did 

not object to his proposal — iadeed accepted ty 

10 * 
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calmly and naturally, as he wished, and in the 
same way as she had accented his assistance once 
before — with a sincere " Thank you." Then sfc6' 
asked gravely a Was he : intoxicated ? O Mr.. 
Sevmour! I have often wondered where all thifc 
will end. For months I have been expecting 
some fearfWI calamity. If you could only influ- 
ence him. There are so few gentlemen here who 
in any way help him to live a better life." 

Eleanor scarcely knew why she felt such Con- 
fidence in the man' standing there by the mantle, 
looking down at her. This feeling of trust, of 
reliance in his 'judgment and wisdom came' in- 
voluntarily, and yet it borrowed no strength 
from imagination. v '• ,J ,r * 

" My younger brother'is so strohgin hifr tertplfcr-. 
ance principles," she said after a long 1 tfilfence. 
" HeVaWay to-night ; drove Mo Hairland Otit' to : 
Eeritheale. 'Sh^^kdartiegsage to de!KV3rthefr& i: 
They were coming right back. I am listening 
all the time for the sleigh bfells; Did'yoi know 
she is to be married soon?" f Eleanor's : fece 
brightened and her voice took a tn&e cheerftd 
tone, as' it Always did whenahe spoke- of her 
friend. ■ ' ' • ■" ' .' '" ' '"*'; "i" ~ 

"'1 Was riot awai*e of the stupendoiia f ?5ict. M I 
onty eamdhere yesterday, consequently havefcofc 
called jet." * •: v ... tl ^ 

' *"It is your lo&s;— theirs too," she added (jtiie&y. 

He snrled down at her asking, "Who fe thfc 
Bippyi&att elected to tins honorP ,; *"•'•."' t( " : 
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" My brother's partner Mr. Dale. Why your 
old Mend. He .has changed wonderfully since 
he knew her. A little inclined to dissipation 
before, he is now so trustworthy in every way, 
sincere and true-hearted. Flo, tells me that he 
is trying to convince her father that his course in 
regard to wine drinking has not been wise, .that 
he has made a great mistake in not realizing his 
responsibility. Mr. Seymour, I am sometimes 
driven so near despair, as to be tempted to wish 
that no acts of ours may have effect upon .others." 

" Such & condition would prevent all hope of 
doing good, as well as take away all check upon 
eTil, Miss Osborne ; And each of us would feel 
rather cold and icy in our isolation, would we 
not f I should be lonely indeed, if you had no 
iafluence on my spiritual nature. Things you 
said at our first meeting have remained with, me 
all this time, have helped me in many an anxiety 
and crushing disappointment." 

She smiled at his earnestness, but changed the 
subject, by asking how long his business would 
keep him in town this time. , . 

" A very desirable position has been offered 
me.perraanently in the firm of Albert & Beattie. 
The Bar of this city ia composed of such able and 
noblemen,that I am anxious to have the advantage 
of intercourse with them. I have no ties elsewhere, 
therefore any arrangements I make will be (dear 
gain." 

Eleanor was prevented from reply ing by the 
arrival of her brother Aleck. 
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CHAPTER VEtf. 

<f A heart which seeks feels well that it wants some- 
thing ; a heart which has lost feels that something has 

It was w«ll that Edward Osborne had to lie 
there on that sick bed, helpless, and much of the 
time alone. Freed from excitement and the 
distracting earee of business, he had opportunity 
for a good deal of self-introspection, and it seemed 
that he saw clearer into the depths of his Owfe&in 
and wretchedness, than ever before. Indeed he 
had never dreamed of the possibility of sueh sin 
and wilful wrong-doing being existent in his 
heart. 

What had the twenty-five years of his life 
been to him? Altogether a failure. Must it 
always be so ? Why could he not shake the past 
from him, and break from it, as a boat tosses 
spray from her bow, and dashes onward ? Ah ! 
he did not feel strong enough to battle with the 
angry, raging waves which threatened to engulf 
him, and ride on top of them victorious, con- 
queror. 

But for his friends his courage would have 
utterly failed. They gave him resolution, pur- 
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pose, ambition to bo lifted onto a higher place of 
life, where tbft outlook would be bro^ad, the at- 
mosphere fresh and inspiring. But the path to 
it indeed lay over rugged, footsore places, and 
there was a burden for the weary, distrustful 
heart, heavy to be borne, • 

Coming, in one dav, Mr* Seymour found him 
very despondent, "I have just promi^d Elswi<#," 
he said, " that when I am w#H and, able to be 
around again, I will entirely break away from 
my old habits and companions, and. start life 
again. Whale, listening to her eloquent argu- 
-men** in favor of a life consecrated to true 
and noble things, it seemed an easy thing, to 
promise!. But now I am tired Beymour^ and you 
don't know how I crave for a glass of some- 
thing. It seems as if I were going wild, that I 
would willingly give my righthand for one glass 
of wine. Wouldn't it satisfy me? Oh ! I often 
wake up in the night and lay here and plan how 
I can get some, u there were any in the house ! 
But I must not talk of it Nell says it will never 
do to try and drink moderately/' 

"Never, never with your excitable, impulsive 
temperament." 

"Well, what can f do? It iff too late. 1 
have gone too far already. I may as well give 
up alfhopes of reformation ; have a merry life 
and a short on,e,and drop in to the grave as soon as 
possible," he added recklessly. 

" And break your sister's heart. Oh Osborne ! 
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do you stee how pale and thin she 1st And would 
it bid a merry lifef Philip asked gravely. 

Edward sighed heavily. "God knows it is mis- 
erable ; so miserable !'' * . 

" Which is thfc wisest, dear friend ;-a wretched 
life as you confess it isj with the prospect of>* 
terrible death which involves, in the life beyotad, 
separation from all that is pure Mid beautiful 
and holy ;• or * life 6f hard straggle indeed* but 
great content and satisfaction, a peaeeftil death 
winning the glorious joys of Heaven I " : 

£dwa*d ifartied away his head and 'made bo 
response. His friend went on : " Yofu remember 
that little poem by Groethe which Eleanor read to 
us yesterday ? Wait and I will get the book J i- : 

' v " tte future hides in it -i' 1 

GlsdhesB and sonwr; . ! < ■ -v 

We press still thorew, ,/ i)( • , | M 
Nought that abides in it 
Daunting us—onward. 

And solemn before us, ' 

Veiled, the dark Portal, ' ' 

Goal of all mortal :— *•" 

Stars silent rest o'er us, 
,: Qraves under us silent ] . ' 

While earnest thou gazest, , , , . ... 

Oomes boding of terror, 
Gomes phantasm and error 
Perpleies the bravest ; ■ \ 

> i With doubt and misgiving. 
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, ; \ . • Bift heard axe the vQioei,— 
Heard are the sages, 
The worlds and the ages : 
u Choose wtli ; your choice i$ 
Britf and y*t endless : 

Here eyes do regard you . 
In Eternity's stillness ; ' 
Here is all fullness, 
Ye brave to reward you ; 
Work and despair not. " 

"Yes Edward, there is great happiness* in store 
for Jrotiy for your, mother, your sister, if you yiH 
but uae all the power of your will in the coming 
struggle.. Prove which, is,, the stronger, your 
appetite or yourself. Don't let it conquer you, 
yon with your manly strength of intellect, your 
noble moral nature. And then you have a work 
to do ifar Christ, and be is calling you very lov- 
ingly to /enter Ins service. Choose well." 

"Work? There's no work for such as 
I; my work is among dry law books and 
musty parchments : no room for Christianity in 
them-" 

". You do not know. Encourage spine hearty 
by showing them how you can resipt temptation* 
Add your share to the noble work of making, 
this world wiser, happier, more worthy of its 
divine origin. What glorious possibilities for 
heroism in life, if only you will trust God to 

SrWe you the strength you need. . Have yon asked 
Oritl" ,. ... , .,.,«*,.■, 
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" I have tried to^hut it seemed as if I spoke 
to the air. Ii^yp ^egJ^cte(J hity jtoo long, dis- 
trusted his lo#e an4 <^e v fi# u*& I used to be 
with Russell Stuart a good .deal y and his cool 
self-possessed skepticism proved very attractive 
to my intellect. And yet I nev^r have lost the 
faith of my innocent boyhood. Would to God 
I were back once,paj# gaAh§ripg daisies in the 
fields with Eleanary^nottomghkacr care for the 
great throbbing world of experience, suffering 
and unbelief. * 

A long silence between them. At laafc E4* ; 
ward spoke again. " Philip you believe in 
prayer: I wish you would pray for me so 1 can 
hear. " 

So. Mr. Seymour knelt by the bedside and ask- 
ed Gk>d, who like a ftrtherpitieth His children, to 
help this prodigal son who had wandered so € a*, to 
arise and go to Him. To Edward ifc seemed that 
he had never before listened to a prayfcr so 
earnest, 60 sincere,-, bo oonfident of a sure and 
speedy answer. The Redeemer seemed sensibly 
near, and there entered into his heart the certain 1 
assurance that he loved and forgave him,* aiid 
would guide him onward in the best path which 
any man can choose, — the narrow path leading 
up to light. 

This was the turning point in Edward 
OBbomfe's life, — henceforth he had new wishes 
ami aims. His life certainly was not peaceful 
and calm, but a battle, a constant warfare; *itU 
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the fearful temptations daily besetting him. To 
him that overcometh belongs a victorious crown, 
and he fought manfully and was brave and true. 
Difficult ? Yes ! but the reward of each faith- 
ful endeavor — release from the chains of his 

former slavery, made him rejoice. 

****** * 

Ere the winter closed he was once more at his 
favorite desk in the office of " Kinglake, Dale 
and Osborne," and this was the crowning joy. 
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, , CHAPTER IX ', .:..' 

" God's, gifts put marfsbest dream* to shame." — Mrs. 
Broummg. 

"This world is yerjr lovely. Oh my God! I thank 
thtoe that I live**— Arum. • * 

It was a chilly evening towards the end of May. 
To homeless Philip, as he came in from the blus- 
tering wind outside, the little parlor looked cosy 
and home-like; and the sight of Eleanor's face, 
bright and joyous now, made his manly heart 
throb with a strange, sudden hope. Despite his 
independent self-reliance, he associated her with 
his whole future happiness. 

Eleanor's thoughts were hard to analyze, but 

she found that evening the love and interest 

prayed for long*q$*^3^11V""^ 

* * * *** * * * * 

" Nell, my darling, will you come to my 
wedding ? Before that heartless cousin of mine 
went to Europe I thought you would be 
married first, but you perceive I have got 
the start of you. Now you sit there as content- 
edly; looking so merry and roguish, just as if 
you were going to be married to-morrow. At 
any rate I see where the current is running; 
and I am prophet enough to know that sooner 
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or later your :boat will drift into the safe barb o# of 
matrimony. Mrs. Partington would say who, 
who wduki ever, have thought it $ Well, I hope 
you will be just as happy as Walter and I are, 
and expert to be forever/ Isn't it nice and com- 
fortable to feel that you can make another happy f 
It's even, better than being happy yourself* 
although I repudiate, with, scorn the sentiment of 
that song Russell used to sing so mughJ What 
are the ' wards ? Something like these :— • " I 
am content to drink drops of enjoyment if onfy 
the fountain fall freely for thee/ '* , ' 

"I<think I like paUftds of enjoyment instead 
of dropV said Eleanor, i, '-..*; <>• ; : .», ) 

" Of course you do, my dear. /Oh! it is a : bfese 
dootrine,- and tbaA cousin of minje would be the 
last man to sing it truthfully. He; would : want 
fully as much homage and reverenfoe'aa .he gave, 
Do yon know that he is very outsdniifeery towftcds 
me, because! will not bow humbly a*fc hie *hjrinei 
He would. make a good j*dpdJ ? » : • i 

Eleanor; laughed : " But we would not be sub* 
missive cardinal*. " .. : . <*t i 

Then the talk drifted hack towards the subject 
of the wedding, » ^ I had real difficulty i» getting 

fapa to promise that we need have no winey? 
lo said. " He affirmed thart; it. would be absurd 
and singular. But I teased and coaned ; and 
finally, cat-like, got my back up and fixmlyiset tay 
foot dbwn, that i would haive my. own /way -i fio 
the Sear I fellow was compelled to [yield grace- 
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folly. I think I was in some measure excusable ; 
beeause I could not possibly begin [my married 
life by intentionally sinning* It is a real trial to 
me that Papa is< se indifferent. I believe that 
righteousness and ein are straggling for supre- 
macy in this* workly and every ,*»#*/«**, iri> 
diferent act oi ours which is on the side of 
evil, is an obstruction in the way of the right 
conquering." 

"Yes, bat the righteousness shall reign from 
the rivers to the end of the earth*" 

Nothing was heard for a while bnt the rustling 
of the wind in the elm trees outside the window. 
Then Flo looked up from her work and said : 
" Aunt Stuart was here yesterday. » She inform- 
ed me that Leathdale is to undergo extensive 
repairs for the reception erf the bride. They are 
coming back theead of October. Bteport saith that 
brought tip in Boston, breathing that intellectual 
aii\ she is very clever, quite a modern Margaret 
Fuller, devoted especially to German Literature* 
She would suit you there Meaner. . We must get 
her to disseminate some of this superfluous leant* 
ing over some of us less highly favored mortals.. . . 
Stop laughing Eleanor ! Y 6u confuse and em- 
barrass me. You've been just bubbling over 
with happiness lately; Your pails are too full 
Of joy altogether. I ought to dip in a tea-cup 
ftud take some oat/' 

< < " I am verv happy it is trae^ " repiiectEleanor 
earnestly." I eteto dislike to sleep tor then I am 
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unconscious of it all. Such joy is almost too 
good to last." The sweet voice trembled. 

" Well, I don't wonder^ when your home is so 
lovely. Your mother is A changed woman, and 
dear Edward is such a comfort to ber. And 
jom? pvospeetrre husband is grand and noble. 
Why Nell, I think you did well by giving up 
that hearties* cousin of ffune> aad waiting two 
long year* for Mr. Scymewr." 

"I do too," said Eleanor laughing. "I am 
glad yo* like him." 

*Now Eleanor don't think me sentimental 
when I tell you- that whenever I see Mr. Sey- 
mour I am reminded of that verse written of hi s 
namesake Sir FhiMp Sydney : 

" Aswse* attractive kind of po»; 
A full assurance given bj looks ; 
Continual comfort in a face — /* 

But there he is Nell; come to take you hoMe!*' 
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" .CHAPTER Z, , '";' ".'■ ■..: 

tffr to* tinbildm itu QetotinuM* zu 1>t*Uz*i^"6odke. 

ff * We are ifcrrto forth©* frota ottrwitftestliafe whetfwe 
imagine that we possess what we hare demed*" < « 

It was a terribly stormy night ; heavy peals 
of tibundw»hwk^b^.windaws^ t *#d evary bow 
and then the- lightning, flashed brillianUy i* the 

The master of JLeitthdale ww, sitting /by few 
library table busily writing. A tall, elegantly 
dressed lady sat in the shadow beyond the circle 
of light cast-by' the lamp, restlesay toying with 
a book, her bright eyes alternately travelling 
from ft, ft tk* %» Pf tfe$ abwt*e& WrtftflK-i i . , ; 

The clock struck eleven ; he tossed aside his 

Sm and looked up. " -Mice it is getting late, 
ad you not better think of retiring?" 
" Who could sleep such a night as this ?" was 
the petulant answer. " Just hear that roar of 
thunder ! I declare Russell this old house will 

fall." ■ ^ \: / .. . 

He smiled provo&irigly at 'the speaker and 
turned back to his writing. 

But in less than five minutes he threw down his 
pen again and rose hastily, exclaiming : "I declare 
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I forgot to go afcd 8ed that old servant. He' ma/ 
be dead by this time, tod John particularly re- 
quested my attention before I retired* Be sore 
and remain here^ till I return Alice. Accom- 
panying me would unnecessarily agitate your 
nerves. i Youmay eriticifce-my work ; that article 
is almost finished* It is against Buskin'* theory^ 
Fervently kissing he* he abruptly Jeft the 
room. 

Up the stairway, through the long dark 
halfe, the young man took his way. He' weter 
forgot the gloom, the mfblime < horror ftf *this 
stormy^ lightning-lrt night The Secluded room 
which he reached tftlaet was quiet and still, save 
fer^thd l^wi^ftittH»4n^^oi'the decreasiftjg tlrWder. 
Mrs. «W«tft Wafc fitting by the side' of a profetrkte 
fbrtti on tfcfe%ed ; her trenkbHng fittgerfri'paseing i 
thrxyd^h the t*hgled « looks of fre&vy grey hair '; 
ber-ey&fifced interitty on the worn features; noy : 
rapidly assna^ing the oold, imimprt^ible rigidity 
of j *te*ih. ''-^ 7 >' '• -■•- - «' - .'■' -i -> "r 

Rer ( s*m threw his arm aiwmd her saying* 
geetJy : ^ Aether, 1 1 should have beeii with ybw 
Bttt'ftrtoto fear of leicitteg AlicfcV 'sfcspicfons; 
Sfceta^'n^knoW of this. Whfct fr reltef \t> 

Th3 mother looked up, fcgianoe of real joy tor 
ft'ftMJteM taking the place of the former bxvpe- 
letfa expression. «* Oh, Russell L" she exclaimied* 
iiathdf^iiii^r; ^^eriecogriized me just a#&w 
nri^attee Ago. ;i ' A sudden change came ^ter 'him,' 
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hi* eyeftlort. their wild, h^kiai^grfw, soft and 
nittutfaL He; put out his baud 5 and ppeke to me 
in a tone, unheard . so long. T hw be globed hi* 
eves a&d said; 'Margaret, gq^d^bW Oht 
Kussell, the comfort of thifr ; ia indescribably. 
Who, knows but in (hat last r*tio&alr mpm^fc ho 
was sorry and fioAfoi&evo Wm." , 

li , Do not rex y wrsolf with fears^ If to. livat 
at all it is probable he is happy at last. 5 ' After.aU" 
other loo^ intense look a* the face, noble, ftp d beau- 
tiful now m its silent repose^*** Stuart continued ; 
" Oh Russell if he would only speak onoe more ! 
After all these veary years of waiting, it is 
hard, hard!" With *n weoatroUabla aob v ,the 
unhappy, proud-hearted woman hid ,/her &e* 
on her aw'e shoulder. He lovingly, re^veaeutly 
lifted it up, and kissed the isembEag lifMLr. The 
one unselfish impulse of Iub h^eart was his strong 
ajflfeetion for his suffering motiwy-nths. wronged . 
wife of the. man lying there s^i^dflnJMtflk 

The faithful John had furtively drawn his e^at- 
sleeve over hi* eyes, an4 -wplkod aw^y t? the 
window. Presently Mr* Stuj&rt raised her head. 
"I am ready to go new, Huseelh J &3L tired 
out, perhaps 1 can sleep." With her u#u#l,iinj*' 
step and erect carriage she left the *oena* J&W3r 
sell Ulcered but a moment, " You have made 

Jlans for the funeral to-morrow night f£ twelye 
oha 2 Be very careful, that it . does nc£ get 
wi«4 JSven.my wife knowp aotb&g #*cf pfcftfeat 
sr.qM aarawrtsha* died^^^ btpau^^f .t,d^ 
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Agreedble disease, will be "buried secretly. Lock 
the 'doors securely, and leave the keys on my 
dressing table.? 

" Ve&y well sir." : 
■ Hot more than twelve minutes had elapsed 
•luce Mr j Stuart ? e exit from the library. Its 
luxurious warmth and brightness contrasted 
pleasantly with the dreary desolation of the 
strange scene he had juft left, and with a sigh of 
»elie* he rolled his easy chair towards the fire, 
mad drew bis net unwilling wife to a place on 
his knee. " Is he dead ¥° she asked, pushing 
herik 4be hair from his forehead, and attempting 
ia smooth ant the furrows there. 
'* <t: 5ea, he h$ui been si<* a longtime before you 
came to grace Leathdale. I wish the lact of his 
death to' be g&ntioned to no one. The ser- 
vants are So foelishly superstitious, and would 
likely (barwniostufeflirtteringconclusionsrdative 
Ho our jwroisperity, bedauee jof outs dying under 
dttfiifeiol ift such m unpropitious night." 
<>■ Sh* faagh^'iow '*nd musically. "You are 
pale with apprehension and devfcut feara*. The 
atfenefc-will dtewith mfe:" 

^ ; J" Alice, there are some cigars i» thati draper , 
•tinder those rqitefcf papers. #4yItr©«Wleyeu«" 
•a ; She Wettttb do hiB bidding, W' did ' not find 
1 'tfa&n readity. * Are they not there f » he asked, 
-lifting; his eyeB from the fire, whets they had 
'> *tsttod in J toomtentarya&«trfMJtion. 
to -m VttWUW; f fctodfcerfe is 4 {Atftfcgnq* of your 
11 
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eoosin Mrs. Dalei Why quit* a natnbeiri of 
ethers also. I em going fce took them over while 
you smoke." She brought him matches -end 
cigars, and then sat down oh a low«hatr At his 
feet,— the position. <rf all others he loved best to 
have her assume. " This one a£ your . mother 
when she was quite young is fine- .How wondeiv 
fully handsome 1 She kwks happier here, tban 
now, at least more spontaneously so. Yob 
know I have not seen her all day ? She has 
kept her room so closely -because of a reeking 
headache/ They must wear upon her." 

; AJioe was aa intent upon the phatagrapha4fchat 
her husband's grave preoccupation was tianotieed 
# I declare Russell here is one of you,t-riHrf-*yes 
it must be so." ; ,.jf , 

Her husband deigned no reply, " Di<k yOn 
hear mesir ? How sober you are I I belis^eypu 
are still troubled about that disagreeable dtatft. 
There is. nothing, fearful in it ; ot^y a,pj^ai*g . of 
the finite bftek to the one eternal aaai ittfiftita 
substance. Theve is no ooes&iougnels fca^ortd^ no 
ueal immortality*" r , ( . , : .;. > ^,r 

" I know that, and yet the oh#nge fo 8*>Le*niO' 
flhelaufehied at his shadowy foto. 44 By the 
*ay 1 looked «fe ^our njannscifipt. , Ij is* M qwUe 
logical fcn one places i Your rejt6oqiB£i#ab#<We. 
It la. nay firm beiief that your mind* tnp^hf^ll 
suited tbr fcttaioments in mathematics. or ifttUffd 
science, is too unethereal iu it* terfmrft, ?W&e 
aompr&fmmtm of the mor^wbtlfc^ myites of 

rr 
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metaphysics. I wouldn't dip into them if I were 
ydu. Yon asked me to criticize, you know. 1 
really do not think you successfully hold ground 
against 'Raskin, lam quite in harmony with 
the theory you bo loftily reject." 
* The patronizing tone ot this criticism was ex- 
ceedingly distasteful to her proud husband. He 
threw his cigar into the grate muttering some 
unintelligible words. Why could not the lady 
at hid feetconsistently have her words harmonize 
with her lowly position ? 

44 1 shall finish your production in the morn- 
ing, meanwhile will your lordship inform me if 
this be a picture of y urself ?" 

44 It is my father." 

44 How you do resemble him ! Why have you 
never showed me this before? He must have 
been about your age. How long is it since he 
died «" 

Russell gave ian almost perceptible start. His 
wife, busy in her examination, did not perceive 
the dark flush ori his brow. 

He leaned over and took up one of the photo- 
graphs. " Do you like that face f y he questioned 
hurriedly. 

It was that of a young girl. The features 
were far from regular. The nose a little too 
long j the mouth imperfectly curved, and too 
firm for beauty, — but the eyes, oh the eyes! 
such an expression of bright intellect, of strong 
faith and love in them. 
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The lady scrutinized it long before tfhe bpoke. 
" There is great power in that face ; a strength 
and tenacity of purpose which would lead ner 
over burning lava it she were convinced that the 
right path lay through it." 

u I once bitterly experienced the shock of her 
obstinacy," said Kussell after a moment, a sneer 
disfiguring his fine mouth. " She was an infatu- 
ated fanatic." 

Longing to vent his vexation on something 
tangible, he tor6 the picture from his wife's 
grasp, and tossed it into the dying embers of the 
fire. In wondering astonishment she watched 
the paper twist and curl by the action of this 
heat, till it was a trembling ma^s of blackness, 
then turned around for an explanation. The 
swollen blue veins in his forehead denoted intense 
anger, the usually apathetic eye shot sparks of fire* 

Ber low amused laugh served to check the 
manifestation of his unmanly resentment, and 
his brow cleared. " Poor picture, the innocent 
cause of interrupting a profound physiognomical 
dissertation. Is it tie pleasure of your ladyship 
to come to bed ?" 

His manner showed he was in no mood for 
answering any curious questions she might 
ask ; and as she was strangely exceptional in 
being untroubled by curiosity this gave her no 
uneasiness. 

With elegant grace and not less admirable tact 
she resumed her former place, and laid her head 
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caressingly on his broad shoulder. The depths of 
the man"s strong feelings were stirred. Unpleas- 
ant memories of repulsed affection, of wounded 
f>ride, the npw extinct photograph had invoked, 
n contrast, how gratifying the love ot thisbeauti- 
fill, intellectual woman, tliis queen of elegance, 
culture and fashion, as much superior to 
Eleanor Osborne, as tbe mountain in its lofty 
grandeur to the little projection nestling at its 
base. 

He forgot the irritation caused by her audacity 
in expressing dissent from his opinions. Perhaps 
he was in the wrong. Who knew % As strange 
phenomena h^d been observed once or twice in 
the history of the world. 

Three months ago had Russell Stuart been 
told that he would thus be acknowledging his 
wife's superior insightt and in a manner regu-. 
lating his opinions by hers, he would havfe seurned 
the prophecy with disgust. Even now the tribute 
was rendered unconsciously ; he did not see that it 
was she who ruled . After a long pause she raised 
herself op and said demurely, " Now Russell I 
am ready to sleep. Listen ! the voice of tbe 
thunder is receding; the flashes of lightning 

Sowing faint and few. In feet the storm is 
v ing..»... You will not think of undertaking 1 
tfiat mysterious journey to-morrow ¥' ' 

He laughed. u There is no mystery in it Alice. 
A business friend has arranged to meet me at 
N ■ yft little village on the sean&hwd j I shall 
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only stay there a couple of hours. By Btaxiiag 
back on the first train 1 shall be here in time for 
dinner." 

"And then we shall give our party the follow- 
ing night you know. By the war 1 want you to 
thoroughly understand that I do not sanction, 
the use of wine at such assemblies. Wait ! 
listen till I finish. What is the use of these 
elaborate suppers anyway ? They promote indi- 
gestion, intellectual stupidity, and take time 
which should be devoted to literary conversation. 
Now I am going to work a reform here in this city. 
• • .But it is not wholly because of this that I ob- 
ject to wine. 1 will not consciously put this tempt- 
ation in the way ot the young men who visit me." 

"You must have a supper worthy of our 
guests and in harmony with our position, and 
you must have wine, Alice." 

(< But I shall not have wine." 

" Will you dare to go against my will Alice?" 

u Yes my dearest I dare do anything 1 think 
is right. What do you mean by so often saying I 
am queen of Leathdatathat I must rule everything 
according to my desire ? And now you are 
usurping authority, and trying your best to rule 
me. I don't go down to your office and give 
orders, and say you must use green sealing wax 
on all your letters, and throw away all your one- 
cent stamps 1 Oh Russell 1 you must yield to 
me in thk» If you do not allow me to giv# mf 
parly as I wish, you will uot ae# ni£ip?eseat4M) 
grace it." 
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She caught hold of his hand and drew his 
cloudy, almost angry face down to a level with 
her own. " What do you say Kussell ?" 

He looked at her a moment in silence. Then 
he smiled and kissed her. " Well dear as you 
are determined, 1 suppose I shall have to yield 
for fear of punishment. I suppose you are right. 
My mother will agree with you thoroughly. * * 
Come dear, open the door while I turn out the 
gas." 




■ if . , - ; i i- 
\-y I . x\ ». r > \ r sf ■ f * 



y Google 



00 






CHAPTER XI 

" In all battle* if you await the issue, each fighter ha* 

prospered according to his right. He has foujght 

with all his might, and has prevailed. His very 

' death is no "victory bver hint. He flies indeed, hut 

his work lives, ?ery tru I y lives. " — Carlyle . -t-o 

"Will you draw the curtain back a little 
further Eleanor, so I can see the sun come up 
from behind those hills m the distance? How 
beautiful and blue they look in the morning 
mfct. * * * When every thing else is so 
silent and hushed, how strange the roll of the 
surf sounds. It is scrfjjOjtfOtonous and deep." 

u Yes, it is indeecf the bass in the harmonious 
anthem which nature flk singing >vto God. And 
Edward, it is so restless, a symbol of the working 
of our immortal and infinite minds. Do you 
see those white crests on the top of the waves 
as they roll up on the beach and break ? Let me 
raise your head a little higher." 

"That is better, .... I can see the blue 
waters stretch away as far as the eye can 
reach, and then they blend into the blue of the 
sky. Oh Eleanor what glorious clouds ! so 
clearly does the water catch the reflection that 
there is a double sunrise. The sun must be 
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almost at the top of that hill which looms up to 
the sky like a tall sentinel on guard; for see the 

fog is lifting I wish Philip were here. 

Wiien did jron say he would come i" 

u The train is due at seven." 

" Then he will be here soon. Will it be very 
long f and Edward sank back on the pillow. 

" Just an hour and a quarter. You are tired 
waiting.: I wish you could have slept more in 
the night. Don't you feel any better. Teddie ¥' 

She came and sat down, her face fuH of loving 
anxiety. He drew her to him, saying gently : 
*' Eleanor- the end has almost come. I reel and 
know that when that sun rises to-morrow mora- 
iag I shall: be with God. Oh think of it! If 
this world is so feir and beautiful, its music so 
sweet, what must Heaven be F* 

He felt her trembling, l}at could net see the 
tearless grief in her face : " Don't grieve darling. 
Why should you care when I have been only a 
trouble to you for so long. Oh what would have 
become of me without you, Gcti pity the poor 
fellows who- have no sisters to have -and 'trust 
therm when every one else is oold and skeptical." 

"Edward, Edward^ how can I let you go," 
eame from the very depths of bis sister's heart,. 

ii? Eleanor give me yotfr band, — thertf! How 

oold you arel Now I must talk to you for a 

minuter while lean; It has been so hard to live^— 

a contlant ktruggle with myself and wit hi evil ; 

tcaaduHdjto^iDBiSt thaipnwtuddehstof^niy intfer 
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friends, I have never told yon botr mrirtly 
Btuseell Stuart especially , lias exiled bis almost 
irresbtible influence in endeavoring to make me 
fall. He could not have realized my weakness. 
Oh really, really Eleanor, I am so thankful that 
God sees fit to let me rest. Perhaps he knows 
my strength is apt worth much, and he is saving 
me from going back to- the old life." A violent 
fit of coughing interrupted the speaker; then he 
continued steadily, though every word gave Mm 
pain, "Our separation will be but for a little 
whiley and then i«st as that 6un Jbr whose rising 
we have waited has chased a Way the shadows of 
last night's storm — — " < 

u But Edward it is still so dark, I oactmot see 
ahead*," saad Eleanor despairingly. 

" Is this my little sister, who used to keep my 
courage np when hope was almost gone f Our 
Father mil help you darling, never fbrget 
that." 

She could not speak, and he went omim a low 

■ tone -: ?' I wotfd have liked to have had a longer 

time toshow the sincerity of my repentance by 

enctearwraring to rescue others from toe depths m 

which tfaey have allowed themselves-' to sink. 

Life i4 to be always honored and>val«d; if net, 

the gift* would have been withbeldj Bki then 

when the work is done, the.soal feefc a longing 

for that othdr life beyohd, \»hich it (far better. 

. I am fcomelbhne* ovenw helmed whem I lie here aBd 

. think efiiwhafc iehefereim^ Taint Ekaatorxof 
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the gain ? no more sin, no more unsatisfied long* 
ings, unfulfilled aspirations. Bat my darling, 
my most precious treasure I must leave behind, 
(remember, only for a little while) you must help 
me at the last, for I know the pain will be hard 
to bear. Tbe only regret I have is that I must 
die away from home. These fresh sea breezes 
have done me no good alter all our sanguine 
hopes. You see my constitution was broken by 
dissipation. The cheek came too late. It is 
always thus, one has to pay the penalty of broken 
law. How well I remember that night a year 
ago last December. How miserable I was, 
utterly disgusted with my life, and yet feeling 
powerless to change it. Philip was a good friend 
to me. . .Are you sure he is coming i lrnutt bid 
him good-bye." 

" It won't be long now," Eleanor said, releasing 
her hand from Edward's and leaning over to 
look at his watch. Just then a ray from the 
rising sun tell across the pillow and illuminated 
bis face. A beautiful expression rested upon it, 
yet she saw how weary he was with the effort of 
talking. She stooped and kissed him, trying to 
steady her voice : " You must sleep now till 
Philip comes, so you may feel like seeing him. 
Try now. I will go down and tell mother to 
show him up here when be arrives." 

When she came back, tired nature had asserted 
its rights and he lay sleeping, his head resting on 
hie hand, ., Hi* fafce wba> wfyufdby 4»v«jfor(d» 
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hot flush ori hi* cheeky and Eleanor saw plainly 
whatahehad before tried hard aot to see, that death 
had indeed set his seal upon it, and would soon 
claim his prize. 

Could she yield this beloved brother to God 
who gave hitn, and without a rebellious murmur 
see him go away into that apirit-land, where she 
could not follow, nor her voice reeall him ? 

Truly she needed strength to brave this swift 
approaching trial in resignation. Prayer is the 
only refuge when those we u lean oa most and 
love the first," are being removed from the mists 
and vapors of earth into the bright sunlight of 
the presence of God. But she could not pray, — 
only strive to control the aching of her heart 
while waiting for the* consummation of the 
mystery. 

Nothing broke the stillness in the room, but 
the lond ticking of the watch on the table, and 
the subdued, never ceasing roar of the billows oa 
the distant sea shore. 

At last Edward stirred. She was immediately 
at his side. "Isn't it time Eleanor?" The 
weasy longing in his voice touched her. 

* res darling, it is ten minutes past seven, I 
haven't rtoid you before for fear you. would antici- 
pate too much; but I expect both Walter and 
Flo. I heard from them; last night. Don't be 
disappointed il they don't come." At the same 
moment the door was opened gently* A glad 
surprised exclamation, oame from .Edward, at 
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sight of Florence's soul-cheering face and Mr. 
Dale's- fttniliar figure. Mr. Seymour brought 
up the rear with Mrs. Osborne* There seemed 
nothing wanting now to complete Edward's 
happiness. 

The long- painful day wore away and still he 
lingered. He had not strength to talk much. He 
told his friend* what they were to him, how 
much he loved them, more by smiles and. loving 
looks than words* How precious Eleanor was to 
him was best shown by his desire for her con- 
tinual presence — restless and disturbed if it was 
withdrawn even for a moment. But how hard 
the day was to her no one knew. Whenever 
Edward slept and the necessity for control was 
not for a time imperative, Philip could see by 
the firmly compressed lips and the tightly drawn 
lines between the- eyebrows that the noble heart 
was intensely suffering. But she showed 
nothing but brightness and tenderness towards 
the dying brother. 

Though her strength was beginning to yield 
she refused to be separated from him, and insisted 
on sitting alone with him the first part of the 
night. At one o'clock Mr. Seymour came to 
relieve her, but he paused on the threshold of the 
room. 

Eleanor was sitting on the bed, her hand 
clasped in Edward's. The light from a shaded 
lamp showed that a great change had come over 
his face, and while her's was calm in its 
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gravity it was exceedingly pale. Philip won- 
dered' when her strange self-control and fortitude 
would cease. He softly stole away to bring the 
others for he kuew the end had cotae. 

Edward spoke no more, though it waft an hour 
after thai? before he died. They needed no as- 
surance by words* that it was well with him. His 
recent life had been almost exceptional in itd 
beauty,— an unmistakable record ot the depth of 
his repentance and the btrength of hie will* 

" After life's fitful fever he.slept well." 
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CHAPTER TLl 

/' Men's deeds are fair enigmas, let man solve them ; 
* But men's dark motives are in the bofcks ef God. 1 ' 

y Lord Lyttoft. 

During, tktq xeat of the night* there was enough 
•for Eleanor to do t to. tfflfectually prevent her from 
seeking the quiet and solitude her spirit craved. 
Not even J We gentlneas cofuld; soothe liinnie. 
fterww 4nd edited by the strange Bolemuity of 
the death scene, she demanded the most wiat y 
,|u4iftkroe oareu M*»< Osborne indulged in the 
most violent hysterics,, selfishly exaggerating 
her own saisrow; with ao apparent conception of 
the pain atotgave those who hatd more power of ( 
eeiwonptroL ...-]... 

At last in the eturly dawa of the morning ahe 

1 yielded to Mr. Seymour's peTsnasions and went 

. to bad. Minnie* had already sunk into a restless, 

foy*r£$k 4eep>. he*j hand tightly grasping 

Eleaaor'a. i » i ^ * • •• 

. ;, JEl^^PTiW^lewiwg.torwiftrtf, her > other : hand 

. oovfcring; her eyro* when. >thft , watchful Elo> came 

up to her and whispered : l Can't we, transfer 

ilwndftlfoUl 8h^/willi>etiep[kn0fW»tl»<iliffiBrfence 

i^dttt^yweft^fOiLjawa^ifor a >littlpf fwhilk" 

•Memnb <»& BkfrtijfrrwftAia i(y*ite;in**t thtoe 
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of her friend, — her own Florence, whose pre- 
sence and sympathy were doubly precious in 
this her great trouble. She silently signified 
assent and the .change was Accomplished without 
disturbing the sleeper. The next moment she 
was gone. L 

On her way ijp stairs $h& w«a> mefciby Mr. 
Seymour, carrying heavy shawls and wraps : " I 
was thinking yon would like to come down to 
the beach and seethe sun rise," heteaid in response 
to her enquiring look. " Your 'mother is sound 
asleep; Will you come?" r 

" Yes indeed. I will get my W>fl. ,? : i 

"Stay : I hare it here," he replied arresting 
her hasty steps. 

She smiled at him, — a smile full of *eaning, 
though she said nothing while he detftly fastened 
her cloak around her neck and put on her warm 
hood. " This almost hides my dftrimgfo face," 
he said, " but though hidden 1 can see it all the 

same * We will need 1 these febfcwlg to 

sit on because ih&rocks are damp. Yesterday I 
. discovered a charming little nook behind an im- 
mense rock, nicely sheltered from the Wind and 
out of sight of every one who might be ©trolling 
on the beach. Will you be 'Warm enotftsb fcow, 
Eleanor? Wait jiwt one moment wWfc I get 
•my coat." < . - •■ • . t 1 * ■* . 

He opened the hall door white speaking ar>d 
she stepped out. Ttye sunkpsair wa$ &a*ij*«*d 
dfihfllj^aad <witM wv<m ^fefi && dt*#*&e 
folds of the cloak tighter around her throat. 
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Btfw st*ll everything was in the early hush of 
the itKsrping i A thTiU of pain shot through her 
heart as she retailed the morning before, when 
Edward bad so truly prophesied what had tome 
to pass. The crisis she had anticipated with so 
much dread, the long looked for change had 
donate, and it was all so strange, so sad and lonely. 
]&wf no answering smile would flash back to her 
from the eyes closed alike to earth's beauty and 
tose; the hand would never more grasp her's 
with the firmness born of their strong affection 
and reverence for each other ; the brother and sis- 
ter had parted company, and until the blissful 
meeting in Heaven there would be silence be- 
tween them. 

The dew- yet lay on the grass and on the 
planks of the garden walk. The not far distant 
Wjtfves rolled untiringly up upon the white sand 
of the beach with their usual dull monotonous 
roan - Narrow shafts of light shot up from be- 
hind) the Jar off hilk,— sure promise of a sunrise, 
glorioas in beauty and entrancing loveliness. 
. '■ It took them but a short time to reach the spot 
Mk Seymour had chosen. 

A high precipitous mass of rock behind and 
on on* side, hrtween them and the village ; on 
the other side a sharp declivity reaching clear 
down to the waters' edge. Before, a command- 
ing view of a vast expanse of sand and rocky 
debris ; f'then beyond, the faint beginnings of 
vegetation* the ground getting gradually higher 
12 
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and higher, ending in the grand insurmountable 
hills, rising one behind another in solemn majesty 
and beauty, wooded to their summits. 

Spreading the shawls upon the ground and 
seating himself his back against the wall of rock, 
Mr. Seymour drew his wife down to a place by 
his side . . . Oh it was sweet his tender care and 
watchful love — the sense of protection his pre- 
sence gave, the feeling of rest in his strong arms I 
There was something soothing even in the beat 
of the waves against the rocks far down below 
them; something invigorating in the cold sea 
air which blew her brown hair into disorder and 
touched with rosy freshness her pale thin cheeka. 

For a long time neither spoke. Silence was 
most expressive in such a place, — alone with 
nature and their own thoughts . . * . 

" What are you thinking of Nell J" Mr. Sey- 
mour asked at last, more for the purpose of saying 
something to change the expression of her face, 
than to break the spell of silence. Her color 
deepened, and the dark eyes flushed with teara. 
« I have read somewhere rhilip, that the passing 
away of a single life is but a ripple on the vast 
ocean of humanity, and I was thinking that 
though true in regard to the great universe *rf 
souls, to some hearts it comes as waves and bil- 
lows of trouble. And I thought too of him, 
where he is toow, if be can see our. storowt . apd 
£et not be glad that I am here with you, .Oh it 
is so comforting that I hatayoii to Iqto 1 «**%** 

.i 
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I eant't PhiKp exactly express my thoughts as 
they come, you must imagine them." 

He bent bis head and kissed her fervently. 
w God gratot me worthy of this trust," he said 
with a tremble in his voice. " I know that before 
I met you I was all alone in the world, and my 
love is now concentrated on you a* its only 
centre. I can never be to you what you have 
been and are to me dear Eleanor, but 1 am g*ad 
that in this terrible loss of yours, I can be a 
comfort to you." 

After that a long pause occurred. The cease- 
less washing of the waves against the rocks 
beneath the sole accompaniment to their earnest 
thoughts. 

Eleanor was very tired. Intense feeling and 
an equally strong government of that feeling, had 
made great demands on her physical strength. 
6he felt she could not talk. 

The morning train whizzed past and did not 
rouse her from her reverie ; the loud joyous 
shouts of the children down on the beach fell 
unheeded on her ears. 

But she did not miss the beauty of the clouds 
and the lights and shadows on the mountains, 
caused by the rising sun ; and yet it had touched 
with glittering gold the tops of even the 
lowest trees,— and there were broad streaks of 
wavy sunlight all over the ocean, ere she spoke. 
What disturbed her was the creaking of a heavy 
footstep on the other side of the rock, and the 
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sound of a well-known voice dear and flilttwot fc 
the morning air. * '• > J 

Startled and surprised shb raised up and 
looked at her husband. ^ Will they see Us 
here I" she asked excitedly. ' 

" No, sit still. The wind brings their roieas 
toward us, and they are not really so near as>you 
imagine. But it we left this place they woold 
see us." 

"I suppose then we will have to be e&veA- 
droppers against our will," she Answered, 
sitting down once more. The next instant 
she heard these words uttered in a clear 
distinct tone : " Now at last we are awfcy from 
all prying eyes and ears. What a hfest fdr 
curiosity andgossip this little seaport town is ! 
Well Lucy, I don't see why you sent for me. 
Many men would call me a fool for coming, but 
you see I have not as hard a heart as you wink. 
Didn't I give you enough to satisfy you ? You 
may thank that confounded Seymour for your 
good fortune. And yet in less than three years 
you petition for more." " < ; 

"•Sir I tell you again," answered a aftd, sweet 
voice almost too faint for the listeners to hear ; 
"that it was my brother wrote to ypu^ Hals 
took my money time atnd again and ft iew dayB 
back he said that if I didn't ask for mom he'd 
kill me. I said no, and he was that drunk you 
know : well these ugly marks on my drms k his 
work. Indeed I was shocked to ste you eome 
by the train." 
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*Tkenyotl ^6ren*t ad glad to se*ihe as you 
used to be to see the lovesick, foolish youth, 
who thought an hour spent with you- a ple&safrt 
change from dreary college work tod mtfaty 
books!" ' "■> 

" Oh Mr. Stuart, don't speak of those day* 1 ; I 
can't bear to hear you.*' 

" Well don't cry, — you were a mighty prfetty 
girl then, and I loved you heartily. I ^Tas 
awfolly sorry I couldn't marry you ! But you 
know that with your educational tod 'social 
disadvantages, you would not be a fit wife for 
me." 

" Yes, I know it." 

w I was glad you had the good sense to so 
bravely hide your tears. They do annoy me *0. 
Tour sweetness made me doubly regret the 
necessity for giving you up ; atid yet sucn regrets 
and partings are inevitable in this world." 

" And your wife now ; is she very sweet and 
pretty!" 

" She is handsome Lucy ; tall and distinguish- 
ed, graceful and charming." 

"Rich?" f > • 

" Yes. She was heiress to two hrmdred 
thousand dollars when I married he*."* ' 

u Rich— handsome — and you love her 1* 

" Indeed I love her. How otherwise V 

The girl caught the softened accent of his voice, 
and added in a breathless, constrained toner: 
" I hops you make her. happy. Let me see^ you 
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,told we the lady you were going to. marafj had 
dapk brown bait* and, eyes — beautiful eyes! you 
aaid ; yet, she wasn't tall nor rieb," 

^Confound your memory] That's not tke 
one. She refused me point blank when I got 
home. I'm glad now she disappointed me for I 
found her obstinate and self-willed." 

"I couldn't believe that. I liked her face ; 
somehow felt that she would do me good if I 
could tell her what my life's been ; she'd give 
me sympathy and tell me how to live and do 
what's right. There's been a lady here the last 
two weeks that reminded me of the picture. I 
saw her one day walking on the beach, a tall, 
very sick-looking gentleman leaning on her arm. 
She looked so sweet and sad. I watched for them 
after that, and saw them every day until a week 
ago. The last time she was alone, way down on 
the other side of the old wreck. She'd no idea 
any one saw her, I was behind a rock and she 
was crying very hard." (Mr. Seymour glanced 
anxiously at Eleanor ; her hand was covering 
her eyes, but he noticed it was shaking with 
nervous excitement ) " Have you got hear picture 
hoM" 

The gentleman's voice was raised in angry 
response: "No I have not, and I wouldn't 
show it to yon if I had. If youmentionthe lady 
again I'll- — , well our business is finished. I 
want it clearly understood that I shall not again 
ftP0W» in, pewon apy appeals made hy yw or 
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any of your friends. I will arrange that you 
shall . have a certain sum, payable every six 
months, drawn by yon alone. That will prevent 
toul play." 

" Jbut Mr. Stuart I don't want your money !" 

"Independence does not agree with your 
gentle clinging nature my pretty Lucy. It shall 
be as I will. I feel sure you will never cause 
me trouble because I trust your love for me. 
And I hope our lives will not again intermingle. 
I wish to forget the past, its unpleasant facts I 
mean. I have many plans for the future. I may 
be a senator yet Lucy. My political influence 
k increasing. A great care and anxiety night 
before last was removed from my mothers mind, 
and in her happiness I cannot but join. We 
expect to have a brilliant time next winter. I 
shall feel more at ease consequently if I know you 
are not suffering." 

"Suffering I Oh Rus " 

" Hush Lucy, not that iamiliar name, remem* 
ber. We are total strangers from this hoar* 

Good*bye Pshaw I this match won't burn ; 

you have ttrong breezes here. I wonder if I can 
get a boat at the Ocean House ? The sea is very 
tempting. I believe I will stop over one 
train and go out, > even if I uid promise 

my wife to be home to dinner What 

a splendid place this is for private conference 1 
Gc^ enough even for the divulgenee of State 
secrets. When I conspire against the Govern* 
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ment, I shall bririg ,my confederates here to 
arrange our mode of action.. Ha-ha I. Well good- 
bye Lucy. Keep up good spirits." 

The odor of a fine cigar was borne towards the 
tin willing hearers of this strange dialogue ; and 
again the .heavy footstep crunched the gravel. 
Ifot pausing, . it went swiftly down the hill 
towards the seashore,— finally was lost in the 
distance. A few minutes after a lighter step 
took the opposite direction towards the village ; 
and Eleanor and Mr. Seymour were once more 
alone. 

l£r* Stuart's incautious words had broken most 
unpleasantly on the general tendency of Eleanor's 
previous thoughts. All the associations cluster- 
ing around the many happy hours of their former 
friendship, came thronging to her memory, 
curiously blending . with feelings of surprise, 
abhorrence and regret, — the reality of fact 
thus conflicting with and modifying the hues of 
past fancy. Brightening these thoughts, was 
intense thankfulness that her insight into hid 
character, motives and impulses, had been clear 
and accurate ; that her judgment had not been 
blinded by his fascinating magnetism of manner, 
the glitter and show of his ialse deceptive life. 

Not then could she. speak of her feelings to 
Philip ; though in obedience to an uncontrollable 
impulse, her lingers tightened their grasp of his,— 
mote language which he understood and silently 
appreciated* . ..jj,».; ^ : : -in»-> 1 i. 
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A few hours after, an idle stroller on the beach 
noticed far out upon the ocean an oarless boat 
driven hither and thither by the contrary action 
of wind and tide. Even while he looked, a huge 
wave dashed over/thfe frttil bdat, and when it 
rose from the submersion, it was bottom upwards 
and the outline of a man's figure could be dis- 
cerned clinging desperately to the keeL To the 
curious crowd, fast gathering, the alarm t?as 
given too late to render the contemplated- as- 
sistance effective. The next moment the boat 
struck a high projecting rock, and man and boat 
parted company forever. 

When at last the fitful wind had grown steady. 
Wowing landward, and the sun was low behind 
the mountains, the cold, lifeless body of Russell 
Stuart drifted high up upon the sandy beach,— 
almost the same spot from whifeh in the morning 
he had started in the pride of manly strength 
jmd selfish power. 

The plans for the future which his egotism had 
gilded with brilliancy, and to Which hope, lore 
atid ambition lent charm, had ended in tbtri- 
bfeti6ttf6r%hepast,-^wift,nweipected,WrribJe. 
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CHAPTER XIH 

11 Tho' much, is taken much abides ; and tho' 
We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are we are: 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield." 

: Tmnytm's Uly$*t». 

Our story is dona It has given but faint 

Slimpses into actions and motives, and events, 
as traced in mere bare outline fragments of the 
lives of a few people, in ao way remarkable for 
either talent, beauty or goodness* And yet if 
considered well there is meaning in such Unre- 
markable conditions as even these,— they are 
closely linked with the great actions which are 
«**n to influence the world. 

There have lived at different epochs of the 
world's history, heroes whose deeds , of livery 
and skill have excited admiration and won fame. 
Monuments are reared to their memory — 
mausoleums which sometimes become shrines for 
hero worship, — idolotry of great men. But 
the world's moral victors and spiritual heroes 
have not shone conspicuously in its chronicles. 
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Their progress and success have often passed un- 
recorded, save in the hearts of the few who knew 
and loved them. 

It was thus with the friends to whom we have 
now to say farewell. The life they contrived to 
live could not be spoken of as either illustrious 
or widely known ; yet it was great and true and 
beautiful. Indeed often shadowed by dis- 
appointment, and failure ; yet brightened by not 
imperfect love and joy. Blest with quick sympa- 
thy and regard for the welfare of others, they 
were strength to the weak, perpetual inspiration 
to those who had not climbed as high the heights 
of life or seen as far as they. * ♦ * 

Human happiness is incomplete and brief; 
possessions change hands, or vanish utterly away, 
but character endures as the chief corner-stone of 
the structure which the soul of man is building, — 
built indeed in time, bat if founded on the u Rock 
of Ages," shall remain unshaken by the swift, 
overwhelming billows of eternity's vast ocean. 



THE END. 
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